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Emer Richard Dukes of Gl:oeſter , olus. 


TOw is the winter of diſcontent. 
Made glorious ſummei by this lonne of Yorke: 
And all the cloudes that loutd vpon our houſc, 
in the deepe boſome of tlic Ocean buried. 
Now arc our browes bound with victorious wreathcs, 
Our bruled armes hung vp for monuments, 
Our ldletne alaru ns changd to merric mectiugs, 
Our dreadful! marches to de ſigheſull plcaſures, 
Grim vilagde wacre, hath ſmoothde his wringlcd front, 
Ai. d ao in ſtead of mounting baibed Needs, 
To fright the ſoules of fearcſull aducifaries, 
He capers vtmbly ina Ladies chatube, 
To the laſciuious pleaſing of a loue. 
Burl that am not ſharpe fur ſportiue trickes, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glaſſe, 
that am rudely ſlampt, and want Yours maieſtie 
To itrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 
that am curtaild of this faire proportion), 
Cheated ut feature by dilſembling nature, 
Dctotma, vnſiniſſit (cnt betore my time 
Into vs breathing v orld halfe made vp, 
And that ſo lamely and vnſaſh ionable, 
That dc gs barke at me a3 [halt by them: 
Why in this werke piping time of peace 
Hue no delight to paſſe away the time, 
Vnleſſe to ſpie my ſhadow in the Sunne, 
And Jeſcane on mine ou ne deformitic: 
And therefore ſince / cannot prouc alouer 
To entertaine theſe fate well (poken dues, 
am determined to proue a villaine, 
And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe daie: 
Plots haue [ laid, induct. ons dangerous, 
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y drunken propheſics, libels and dreames, 
To ſet my brother Clarence and the king, 
Ia deadly hate the one againſt the other, 
* And ithing Edward be as true and iuſt 
As 1am ſubeile, falſe and tic cherous: 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be meu d vp, 
About adroheſie which (aics that G. 
Of Edwards heires the murtherer ſhall bee | 
Dive thoughts downe to my ſoule, Erter Clarence nal 


Here Clarence comes, . * a guard of men. 
Brother, good dayes, what means this armed guard 
That wattesvpon your grace ? 
Cla, His maicftic tendering my perſons ſaſetie hath ap- 
This conduct to cohury me to the Tower. (pointed 
Gle. V pon what cauſe ? 


Ca. Becauſe my name is George, 
Gle. Alack my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 
He thould tor that commit your good fathers: 
© belike his maic ſtie hath ſome intent 
That you ſhall be new chriſtned in the Tov er, 
But what is the matter Clarence may [know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard when Iknow , tor /proteſt 
As yet / do not, but as / can carne, 
He after prophecics and dreames, 
And from the creile-rowe piuckes the letter G 
And faics a wizard told him that by G, 
His iiſue diſinhermeũ ſhould be, 
Aud for my name of George begins with G, 
It ſelloves in his thought that l am he, 
' Theſcas / iearne, and ſuch like toy es as theſe, 
| Have moued his highneſſe to commit me now 
Clenhy this it is when men ate rulde by women, 
Nis not the ung that ſends you to the Tower, 
N My Lady Oray his wife, Clarence tis ſhee 
That tempts hi n to this extermitie: 
N Was it not ſhe and that good man of worſhip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, x 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the tower, | 
| From vhence this preſent day he is deliuered ? | 
Neu not ſaſe Clarence, we are upt ſaſc. 5 | 
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of Richardthethird, 
cl. By heaven /thinke there is no man ſceurde 
But the Qu=eneStindred and night-walkig Herald, 
That trudge betwixt the king and Miſtreſle Shoare: 
Heard ye not what an hum fanr 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his deliuerie / 
0... tumble complaining to her deitie; 
Gor my Lord Chamberſaine his libertie, 
He tell you what, Ichinke it is our way, 
If we vill keepe in fauour with the King, 
To be her wen, and weare her lit;ery, 
The icalou* orcweene widow and her (cIfe, 
Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
Arc mightic goſſips iu this monarchy. 
Bre. beſcech your graces both to pardon me 
His maieſlie hath ftrarghcly given in charge, 
That no ma ſhall haue pauate conference, 
—_— & pleaſe — — okenbury 
6 Eucn your worſhip Brokenbury, 
You may partaty of any thing we (ay : | 
We no treaſon man, we ſa the king 
Is v iſe and vertuous and his noble Queene 
Well ſtroobę in ycares . faire, and not icalous, * 
We ſay that Shores vile hath a pretie foote, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafſing pleaſing tongue: 
And thattheQueenevkipdred are made gentle les: 
How ſay you ſir, can you deny all this ? 
Ira With this (my Lord) my ſelſe haue to do. 
g. uught (odo with Miftreile Shore. I tell thee fellow, 
He tkar doth naught with her,excepting one, 
Were beſt he do it ſecretly alone. 
Fro. What one my Lord? 
Glo. Her husband tnaue, vouldil thou betray me ? 
Bre. / beſeech yourGrace to pardon me, and with all for- 
Your con ſerence with the noble Duke. { beare 
Clu We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 
Cu. We are the _ Abiects and muſt obey, 
Frocher farewell, L will vato the King, 
And whatſocuer you willimploy me in, 
were it to call King Edwards widow filler, 
A 3 Twill 
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Ike Trage 
e ill perſotme it to ix franc hiſe you, 
| ie Yecpe dilgrace in btotherhoed, 
deeper then you can imagine. 
| know it plealcth neither af vs well, 
Glo. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long. 
luill deliuet you, cr lic lor you, / 
Menne time haue paticnce. 
Cl. muſt pretorce, farewell. . Exit. Cla. 
Ge. Ga tread the path, that thou (haſt nere returne, 
$i mple plame Clarence, I do loue thee lo, 
That | will ſhortly ſend thy ſoule to heauen, 
It heauen will take the preſent at our hands: 
gut who comes here, che new deliuered Haſtings * 
Emer Lord Haug. 
Hat. Good ume of day vnto my gracious Lord, 
Cle. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaide: 
Well ae you welcome to this open aire, 
How hath _ Lordſhi —— | _— 
Haſt. With patience ) as muſt: 
But I ſhall live my Lord to giue them thankes, 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment, 
bu. No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhall Clareacc 
For thay that were your enemies are his, , 
And haue preuaild as much on him as you. | 
Haſt. Moxe pittie that the Eagle ſhould be mewed, 
While Kites and Buzars prey at libertie. 
' Glo. What newes abroad / 
Haſt. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 
The King is ſickly, weake and melancholy, 
And his Phiſitians feare him mightily, 
Ce Nou by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Oh he hath kept an euil diet ſoog, 
And ouermuch conſumed his royall perſon, 
Tis very grecuous to be thought vpon, 
What, is he in his bed ? 
Haul. He is. 5 ; 
Gl». Goe you before, and I will follow you, Exit, Hf. 
He cannot live | hope, and mult not die 
Hl George be packt with poll horſe vp to heaven, 
ue igto vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 
\ 1 9 | way ner” abs 
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of Richard the third. 
With lyes well ficeld with weightic arguments, 
And if I faile not in my dee pe warent, 
Clarence hath not another ily tue: 
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 
And leaue the world tor me tu buile:; mn : 
For then lle marry Warwicks voun 2c (t daughter. 
What though I kild her huſband 45+ {1 t- ther, 
The readie(t way to make the wen©*. a.ncnds, 
Is to become her husband ang het dhe: 
The which will I, not all {6 much tor four, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 
By marrying her which | muſt reach vnto. 
But yet | run before my harſe ro n 4 act 2 
Clarence (till breathes, Edward (Hl. liucs and raigney, 
When they are gone, then mult i count my gaines, 8" Fxit 
Enter Lady Anne, vue hearſe of Harry the 6, 
Lady Anne. Set downejet downe your honourable Lord, 
If honour may be ſhrowded in a heatſe 
Whuleft I a while obſcquiouſly lament 
The vntimely fall of verruous Lancalter. 
Poore kei- cold figure of a holy King, 
Pale aſhes of tue lie ue of Lancaſter, 
Thou bloodles remnant ot that royal! blood, 
Zeit lau full that | izuocace thy ghoſt, 
To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 
Whe to thy Edward,tothy flaughtred ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſelſeſame hands that mad theſe holes 
Loe, in thoſe windoves that let foorth thy life, 
I powrethe helpeleſſe blame of my poore eyes. 
Curſt be the hand that made the fatal! holes, 
Curſt be the heart that had the heart to do it, 
More direſull hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thec 
Then I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venomde thing that hues. 
euer he haue child, abortiue be it, 
Prodig ious and vntimely broughtto light ; 
Whoſe vgly and vnnaturallaſpe&t 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 


1 The Tragedie | 


[f ener he hauewife,let her be made 

As miſerable by the death of him, 

As Tam made hy my poore Lord and thee, 

Come now towards Chertſey with your holy load 

Taken from Paulesto be interred there : 

And ſtill as you are a wearie of the waight, 

Reſt you vhiles I lament king Henries coarſe. 
Emer Gloſter. 

Glo. Stay you that beare the coarſe, and ſet it downe, 

La. hat blacke mzgitian comures vp this hend 
To ſtop deuoted charitavie deeds? 

Glo, Villaine, ſet downe the cuarſe, ar by Saint Paul, 
lle make a coarſe of him that diſobeyes. 

Gen. My Lord ſt nd backe and let the coffin paſſe. 

Se. Vamanerd dog, ſland thou when I command» 
Aduance thy Haldert higher then my beeſ}, 

Or by Sainc Paul Ile (trike — my — 
And ſpurne thee be thy boldnes. 

La. — — — you all afraide ! 
Alas, I blame you not for youare morrall, 

And mortall eyes cannot enduse the diuell. 
Auant thou dreadfull miniſter of hell, 

Thou had(t but power ouer hu mortall bob, 
Hu ſoule thou canſt not haue, therefore be gone. 

Gle. Sweet Saint for charitic,be not ſo curſt. 

La. Foule diuel, ſor Gods ſake hence and trouble vt not, 
For thou haſt made the happic earth thy heil: | 
Fild ie with curling cries, and deepe exolaimes, ; 
If thou delight to vievthy hainous deeds, 

Bchold this patterne ot thy bute heries. 

Oh Gentlemen ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 

O den their congeald inouths and bleed afreſh. 

Biuih, bluſh, thau lumpe of foaledeformitie, 
For tis thy preſence that ex hales this blood 

From cold and empric vcy nes where no blood dwels. 

T «y deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Pi ourkes this deludge moſt vnnaturall. 

On Od. which this blood madſt, reuente his death: 

On carth which this hlaod drinł ſt, reuenges his deaths 
Bichcr heauen with lightning (tricke the murtherer dead, 
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of Richard the third. 


Ot earth gape open vide and cate him quicke, 
n thou doeft{wallowe vp this good kings hlood, 
Wich his. Hel. gouernd arme hath butchered. 
Glo. Ladie, you know no tules of charitie, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings ſor curſes, 
La. Iillanne thou no ſt no law of God nor man 
No beaſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pittie. 
Glo. But I knos none, and therefore am no beaſt. 
L «. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 
gl.. More wonderfull her Angels are ſo angry, 
V auchlafe diuine perfection of 8 woman, 
Ol theſe fuppoled cuils to giue me lexus, 
By circumlance but ro acquite my ſelfe. 
La. Youchlate defuſed inſection of a man, 
For theſe knowne cuila, but to giue me leaue, 
By cireumſtance to curſe thy curſed ſelfe. 
Gle, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient lc iſure to excuſe my ſelſe. 
La Foulcr then heart can thinke thet, thou canſſ make 
No excuſe currant, but to hang thy ſelſe. 
Ca By ſuch diſpare / ſhould accuſe my ſelſe. 
La. And by diſparing ſhouldſt thou ſtand excuſde, 
For doing worthy yengeance on thy ſelſe, 
Which dideſt ynworthy flaughter vpon others. 
Glo. Say that I lew them not. 
La. Vihy then they arc not dead: 
gut dead they are, anddiucliſh (laucby thee, 
Gle. 1 did not kill your husband. 
La. Why then he is alive. 
Cle. Nay, he is dead and (line by Edwards hand, 
Li, la thy foule throat thou lyeſt. Queene Margret (aw 
rhy bloodly faulchion ſmoking in his blood, 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her breſt, 
But that thy brother beat aſide the poynt. 
Flo. ] was prouoked by her ſlanderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleſſe ſhoulders. 
L. Thou waſt prouoked by thy bloodie minde, 
Which neuer dreamt on ought: but burcheryes. 
Didi thou not kill this king? Cle. I grant ye. 
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| La. Doe me hedgehog,then 
| Thou muieſt be damned for that wicked deed. 
Oh he was and 


Za. He is in beauen, where thou ſhalt neuer come. 


For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

Z4. And thow vnkitfor any place but hell. 

Glo, Yes one place elſe, if ye will heare me name it. 

| Za. Some dungeon. (G72. Your bed chamber. 

| li reſt betide the chamber where thou lie il. 

Glo. So will it Madame till / lie with you. 

La. I hope (5. 

| C. I know (o, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

To leaue this kind incounter of our wits, 

And fall fomewhatincos flower methode: 

Is not the cauſer of the time · leiſe deaths 

Oftheſe Plantagencts, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefullasthe execmvioner? | 

* Thou art the cauie. and molt accurſt eifrct. 

Cu. Your beautic was the cauſe of that eſſect. 

| Tour beautic which dd haunt me in my ſleepe, 
To vndertake the death of all the word, 


| 
| Li. It I thought that, / tell thee homicide, 


You (hruld not blemiſh them if l ood by > 
As all the world is chearen by the Sunne, 


| 
| 
| So / by that, it is h day.iny liſe 


Cl. Curſe not thy (cite ſure et cature, thou art both. 
L. | wozld / wereto be reuengde on thee, 
Ge. It is a quarreh moſt vnnatur. I, 
To be reucngde on him that laveth you. 
La. [t is a quarrell iuſt and reaſonable, 
| To be teuengd on him that Gew oy husband. 
Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 


Did u to helpe rhee ts a better husband. 


vertuous 
ga The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him 
6 C. Let him thanke me that holpe to ſend him thit her, 


So / might teſt that houce in your ſweet hoſome. 


Theſe nailes ſhould tend that heautie from my checkes. 
Gl. Theſe cies could neuer cadureſweet beauties wrack, 


La. Black ulght oucr(hade thy day, and death thy life. 


Za His | 
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God grant me tos 


of Richardthe third, 
His better doth not breath ypon the earth. 
Glo, Co too, he lives that loues you better then he could. 
Za. Name him. Slo. Plantagener. | 
La. Why what was hee? 
Gle. The (cite (ame game, bat one of better nature. 
Ls Where ts hee ? 
C.. Heere. Shee ſpitteth at him. 
Why doe(t thou (pit at mee? 
. Would it were mortall poyſon for thy ſake. 
Ci. Neuer came poyſon from ſoſœeete a place. 
La. Neuer hung poylon on a fowler toade, 
Out at my light, thou doeſt infect my eyes. 
Gle. Thine eyes ſweet Lidy haue infected mine. 
La. # ould they were Haſiliskes to (trike thee dead. 
&#/s, I would they were, that I might dye at once, 
For now thy kill mee with a living death: 
Thoſe eyes ofchine,from mine haue drawne (alt tearcy, 
Shamed the it aſpect with ſtore of childiſh drops, 
I never ſued to friend nor enemie, 
My tougue could never lcarne (weete ſoothing words, 
But now thy beautie is propolde my fee: 
My proud heart ſuea, and — my tongue to ſpeate, 
Teach not thy lips ſuch ſcorne, for they were made 
For fling Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengefull heart cannot ſorgiue, 
Loe here | lend chee this ſharpe pointed (word, 
hich if thou pleaſe to hide in this true boſome, 
And let the ſoule forth that adoreth thee: 
I Late it naked to the deadly robe: 
And humbly beg the death vpon my l nee. 
Nay, do not pew (c, twas / that d your husband, 
But twas thy beautie that prouoked mee: 
Nay now diſpateh, twas I that k Id king Henry, 
But twas thy heaucnly tace that {ct me on: 
Take vp the (word againe, or take vp me. e. 
La. Atiſe dilſembler,though l with thy death, 
I wil! not be the executicocr. 
Glo Then bid me kili mv ſe fe and I will doe it. 
haue alrcadic, 
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The Tragedie 
Gle. Tuſh, that was in the rage: 

Speake it euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Love did kill thy loue, 

Mall for thy loue kill a farre truer loue, 

To both their deaths thou ſhalt be acceſſatie. 
7 4. would / knew thy heart, 
Gle. Tis ſigured in ory . 
La. I feare me both are falle. 
Cle. Then neuer man was true 
La. Well, well, put vp your ſword. 

Cl. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That ſhall youknow hereafter. 

Glo, But =) rs 9s 

Z All men [ hope liue 

Gl.. Vouchſafeto weare this ring, 

G Look how this ring incompatlerh «by iin ger, 

Euen ſo thy breaſt incloſeth me heart. 

Were both oſihem, for both of are thine- 

And if thy poore ſuppliant ma "TI 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeſt con ſ eme his happineile for tur 
La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleaſe thee leave theſe fad defignes 

To him that hath more — mourner, 

And preſently repire to 9 

— 1 — ſolemnely —— 

At Chertſie Monaſterie this noble King, 

And vet his graue wi h my repentane teure a, 

I will with alt expedicnt dutie ſee you: 

For divers vnknowne reaſons, l beſcech you 

Graunt me this boone, 

La With all my heart, & much it ioyes me 00 

To ſee you are become lo penitent: 

Treſſill and Bartly, gos along with me 
Gle. Bid me fare well. 

L. Tis mete then you deſerue: 
But ſiace you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine L haue laid tarcucllalreadig. Ext. 
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ol Richard the third 


S. Sire, take vp the corſe. 

Ser. Towards Chertſie noble Lord ? 

C. No: to White Fryers: there attend my comming. 
Was euer woman in this humor woed ? Exemnt. AManet Glo. 
Was cucr wowan in this humour vonne 
lle haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

#hat I that kild her husband and her father, 
To take her in her hearts extreameſt heate: 
With curſes in her mouth, teares in her eyei. 
The bleeding witneile of her hatred by: 
Hauing God, her conſcien theſe barres agaitiſt me, 
And I nothing to backe my ſuite withall 
Zut the plaine Duell and diſſembling lookes, 
And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah ? 
Huth ſhe forgot alreadie that brave Prince 
Edward, her Lord,whom | ſome three months lince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury ? = 
A ſveeter and a lodelier gentleman, 
Framd in the prodigalitic of nature : 
—— —¾ no doubt right royall, 
The ſpacious world cannot againe a 
And will the yet de baſe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the golden prime of this ſweete 
And made her widdow toa full bed ? 
On mc,whole all not equals Edwards moity, 
Oa me that halt, and am vnſhapen thus? 
My dukedome to be a beggerly denier, ? 
do miſlake my perſon all this vhile. 
Vpon my life ſhe inds,although I cannot 
My ſelfe, to be a maruailous proper man. 
lle be at charges for a Looking-glatle, 
And entertaine (ome [core or two of tailors. 
To ſtudie faſhions to adore my boche, 
Since / am creptin fauour with my (cite, 
I will maintaine it with a little coll. 
But firſt lle turne you fellow in his graue, 
And then teturne lamenting to my loue. 
shine out faire ſunne, till I haue bought a glaſſe, 


That I may ſee my ſhadow as I paile. Exit. 
B. 3 Enter, 
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The Tragedie 
Fuer. Nees: Lord Rivers end Gray, 
4. Huue patic nce Madame.cners no doubt his maieſl ic, 

Will fone recouer his accuſtomed health. 

Gray, In tha / you brooke it ill. t makes him worſe, 

Therefore for © . C ce entertaine good comfort, 

And cheare hs grage ith quick e and merry words, 

Lu, Ihe were dead, hat would betide of me? 
Rs. No other harme bur loſſe of ſucu a Lord. 
2: The loſſe oſ ſuch a Lora includes all harme. 
G. The heavens haue bleft you with a goodly ſonne, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 
Ls. Oh he is yong, end his minoritic 

Is put vnto the truſt of Rich. Gloce ſter, 

A man that loues not me, not none of you. 
Ri. It it concluded he ſhall be Protector? 
Is, It is determined, not concluded yer, 

But ſo ie muſt be if the king miſcarrie. Enter Buck, Darby. 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc. Good time of day vnto your tpyall grace 
Dar, God make your maicſlic ioyfull as you haue hene. 
2s, The Counteiſe Richmond good my Lord of Darby 

To your good praiers will ſcarcelv lay, Amen: 

Yet Darby,notwithſtanding ſhees your wife, 

And loues not me, be you good Lord allured 

I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dax. I beſeech you either not belecug 

The enuious flaunders of her accuſcrs, 

Or if ſhe be accuſde in true report, 

Beare with her weakenetle, which | chinke proceeds 

From wayward (ickneiTc,and no grounded malice. 

Rs. Saw you the king today my Lord of Darbic t 
Dar. But nov the Duke of Buckingham ard l, 
Came (rea viſiting his maieſtie. 
2», What likelihood of his amendment Lords? 
Bur. Ma lame. good hope, his grice (peakes cheatſully. 
©n. God gtaui t him health. did you confer with him ? 
Fuc. Madame we did: He deſires to make attonement 
B-twixe the Duke of Gloceſter and your brothers, 
Ani betunt them and ny Lord Chamberlaine, Ny 
A 


Wi 


of Richard the third. 
And ſent to warne them te his royall preſence. 
2 Would all were well, but that will newer be. 
I ſcare our heppinetie iv at the higheft. Enter Glaceffer, 
Gle. They doc me vrong and | will not indure it. 
Who are they that nes vnto the king ? 
That I ſorſooth am ſlerne and love them not: 
By holy Pi they love his grace but lightly 
That $11 his cares with ſuch duſſentious ramors : 
Becaule I cannot flatter and (peake faite, 
8. nile in mens faces, ſmooth, deceiue, aud cog, 
Ducke with French noda, and apiſh courteſie, 
Iwuil be held a tankrrous enemie. 
ca plaine man live and thinkeno harm 
Bu: husm ſimple truth mult be abuide 
By {.lken ſlie inſinuating lackes ? 
Ri. To whom in all this preſence ſpeakes your grace A 
C. To thee, that haſt nor honeſtie ner grace. 
When haue l imured thee, hen donc thee wrong, 
Or thee, or chee, ot any of your faction? 
A plague vpon youall. Fus royall perſon 
(Whom God pteſerue better then you would wiſh} 
Cannot be quierſcarcea breathing while, 
But vou mull ttouble tim with lewd com 
E. Brother of Glocclter, you miſtake the matter: 
The king of his owne ruyell difpoliction, 
And not prouokt by any ſuter elſe, 
Ayming belike at your intericur 
Which in your outward actous ſkewer it ſelſe, 
Again it my kinred, brothet and my (c!(c: 
Makes him to ſend, that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill u ill, and to remoue it. 
Ge. I cant ot tcll.the worid is growne ſo bad, 
That Wrens may pre y where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Sir.ce euety Licke became a gentleman: 
There's many a gentle perfon meiie a lache. 
o me, co. ne, at xnow yunr meaning brother Glo. 
You euuie rrineaduinccment and my friends, 
God grant ve neuer may haue need of you. 
Glo. Mcanc ume, Cod grant that we haue need of you, 


The Tragedie 
Our brother is impriſoced by your 

My ſelſe di(graced,and the Nobilitie 

Hela ia coatempt, whilſt many faire promotions 

Arc daily giuen toeriob'e thoſe, 

That ſc .,c {ime two daes (ince were worth a noble. 

Lu By him that rai(c me to this careful height, 

From that contented a which lenioyed, 

I r:cuer did iucenſe tus Maicſtic 
| Azzint! the Dukc of Clarence, hut haue beene 
| An carneſt cat to pleade for him. 
My Lord, you do me ſhamfull iniurie, 
Falſcly to d ta me io theſe vile ſuſpecto. 
6 | Cl. You may denie that you were not the cauſe, 
\ O: my Lord Haſtingslate impriſonment. 
| Rex. She may my Lord. 
| | Gls. She may,L.Rivers,why who knowes not ſo? 
\ She may doe more ſir then denying that: 
1 $he may help you to many faire preferments, 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thoſe honours on your high de ſerts. 

What my ſhe not? ſhe may, yea aiartie may ſhe. 
Ren, What marry may ſhe ? 
Glo, What marry may ſhe ? marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handſome ſtripling too. 
Iris your Grandam had w orſer match. 
2 My L. of Gloceſter,lhave too long borne 

Vourbluntvpbraidings and your bitter ſcoffes, 
By beauen | will acquaint his Maie(tic, 
With thoſe groſſ: taunts I oftenhaue endured. 
1 I haJ rather bea countrey ſcruant mayd, 
. Then great Queene with this condition, 


S mal ioy haue [in being Englands Queene. A. 


ö 

Thy honour, ſtate, and (cate is due to me. 

6. What? threat you me with te fing of the King ? 
| Teil him and ſpare not, looke u hat l ſay d, 

| I will auouch in preſence of the King: 


| 
| 
| Tis time to ſpeake, my paines are quite forgot. 


| — —äö — — 


To be thus taunted ſcorned, and baited at Emter N. 
{ #% 
9. Mar. And leſned be that ſmall,God I be ſeech thee, 


ö 


2.46 


ofRichard the third, 


Ds. Mar. Out diuel, /xeraemberthem ton well, 
Thou (leweſt my husband Henry in the To cr, 
And Edward mppoorc ſonne at Feuiburic. 

Gs. Ere you vete queene, yes or your hus ban king, 
[ was pack horſe in his grert affaes. | 
A vcedet out ois proud aduerſaires, 


A liberall rgwarder of his friends: 
To — blood | (pile mine owne. 
. Ln. Me. Te, md och better blood,then his orthiae. 
Ca In all vhichtime, you and your husband Gray, 
ere factious for the houſe of Lancaſter: + 
And Riucrs,ſo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons flaine : 
Let me put in your minde, ij yours forget 
Fhat,you haue bene ere o, and what you arc: 
Withall, what / haus bene, and what I arm. 
Bu. Mar. A murtherous villaine, and fo till thou art. 
Cl Poore Clarence did forſake higfather Warwicke, 
Vea and forſwore hinſelfe ( which Jeſu pardon.) 
e. Which God revenge. 
Glo. To fight on Edwards partie for the crow ne, 
And for his mecde ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp: 
{would to God my heart were flim like Edwards, 
Or Edwards ſoft and pittifull like mine, 
lam too childiſh fooliſh for this world. 
Mar. Nhe thee to hell for ſhame, and leaue the world, 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 
Ni. My Lord ef Gloceſter in thoſe buke dates, 
Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 
c followed then our Lord, our lawfull King, 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our bing. 
Cl. It ſhould be ? [ had rather be a pedler, 
Farre be it from ray heutthe thought of it. 
2s. Nar, As little roy (my Lerd) as you ſuppoſe 
Tou thould entoy,were you this countries king, 
As little iov may you ſuppoſe in me, 
That | cnioy being te Queene thereof, 
Dn. Mir. Alide ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, 
For lam the, and altogether ioyleiſe. 
C 


I call 


1 can no longer hold me patient. 
Heare me you — — out, 
In ſharing out that which you haue pild from me: 
Fhich of you trembles not that looke on me ? 
if not, that / being Queene, you bow like ſubiefts, 
Yer that by you depolde, you quake like rebels: 
O gentle villaine, do not turne away. 5 
C. Foule wrinkled auch, hat malſt thou in my light? 
A Butrepetition of what thou haſt mard, 
- That vill i make,before l let thee 
A husband and a ſonne thou owelt to me, 
And thou a kingdome, all of you allcageance: Mm 
The ſorro that / haue, by right is yours, 
And all the pleaſures you vſurpe, ia mine. 
Cu. The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crowne his warlike browes with paper 
And with thy ſcorne drewſt ruers from his ey ca, 
And then to drie them, gau ll che Duke a clout, 
Steept in the blood of prettic Rutland: 
His curſes then from bitterneiſe of ſoule, 
Denounc'd againſt thee, ate fallen vpon thee, 
And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 
Dn. So wilt is God to right the innocent. 
Hf. O tous the ſouleſſ deed to ſlay that babe, 
And the molt mercileſſe that euer was heard of. 
R. Tyrants themſelucs wept when it was reported, 
Der. No wan bu: prophecied revenge for it 
B ec. Northumberland then preſent, wept to ſec it. 
At. Whut?were you ſrarling all before / came, 
R-adic o carch each other hy the throat, 
And turne you now your hatred all on me? 
Did Yorkes dread curſe preaaile fo much with heaus, 
That Henties death, my Loucly Edwards death, 
Tacir king-lomes loſſe, my wofull baniſhmens, 
C >u!d all but anſwere for that peeuiſh brat 2 . 
Cin curſes pie tee the cloudes,and enter heaven ? 
W by then giu way dull cloudes to my quicke curſes : 
If not by warre, by ſurfer dic your bing? 
As our by murder, to wake him a ling. 


of Richard ihe third.' 


Edward thy ſonre, which now is Prince of Wales, 
Fer Edward my ſon, which was Prince of ales, 
Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 
Thy ſelſe a Queene, for me that was gene, 
Our live thy glorie, like my wretched ſeite: 
Long mai(t thou live to waile thy childrens loſſe, 
And lee another, as / ſee thee now, 
Deckt in thy glorie, as thou art ſtald in mine: 
Long die thy happie daies befure thy death, 
And aftcr many lengthened houres of greetc, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 
Ruers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo was thou Lo. Haſtings,when my ſonne 
Was llabd with bloody daggers, God [ pray him, 
That none of you mas live your naturall age, 
Butby ſome vnlookt accident cut off, 
Cle. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
2. M. And leauc out thee? (tay dog, for thou ſhalt hear me, 
It heauen haue any greeuous plague in ſtore, 
Exceeding thoſe that I can with v pon thee : 
O let them keepe it till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poere worlds peace: 
The worme of conſcience ſtill be thy ſcule, 
Thy friends ſuſpect ſor traytors while thou liueſt, 
And take deepetraytors for thy deareſt friends, 
No (leepe cloſe vp that deadly eye of thine, 
Vnleiſe it be whileft ſome tormenting dreame 
Aﬀrights thee,with a hell of vgly diuela, 
Thou cluiſh market, abortive rooting hog, - 
Thou that wa(t ſeald in thy natiuitie 
Tue (lanc of nature, and the ſonne of hell, 
Thou (launderot thy mothers heauic wombe, 
Thcu loathed i ue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou ag of honour, thou deteſted, &c. 
G's, NM argarer, 
Qu At. Richard.. 6. Ha. 
Q 17: lcall chee not. 
G/2. Zuen I cricthee meteie: for! Had :henzht 
4 


— —— er | — — 


— — 


Taz Trage die | 
Thou had{tcald me all theſe bitter names, | 7 
9-. iti ny to l dul, but loo for no teply: | 
ler me make the period to my curle, | 
G. Tis donc by me and ends in Margaret, (ſelſe, 
2». Thus hauc you breathed your curſe againſt your 
A. M. Poore punted Queene, vaine floutiſh of my for- 
Way dteuſl thou ſuger en that botſed ſpider, (tune: 
Whole deadly web inſnareth thee about? ; 
Foole, foole, thou wherlt a knife to kill thy ſelfe. 
The time will come when thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſe that poiſoned bunchbacke toade, 
H. Filſe boading women,cnd thy frantike curſe, 
Leaſt to thy harme thou moue our patience. | 
Ds 41. Foule ſhame von you, you haue oll mou d mine. 
. Rs. Were you well ſeru d you would be taught your duty. 
2s, V. To ſerue me well,you all ſhould;do me dutic, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubeifts:; 
O ſetue me wcll.a5d teach your ſe lues that dutic. 
D. Diſpute det with her,ſhe is lunatique. | 
Ls. M.Pexce maifter Marquetie, you are malapert, 
Your tire, new (lampe of honour is ſcarce currant: 
O thas your young n0b4l:tie could iud ge, 
Nhat t'were to looſe it atid be mulerable? 
They that (land high, haue many blaſts to ſhake them, 
And if they fall they daſh themſelues to pecces. 
* Glo. Good cuuntell marry,learne it, leurue it Marques. 
Di it toucheth you ( my Lord )as much as me. 
Tes, and much more, but I was borne ſo high, 
Our aicxy buildeth in the Cæ lars top, 
And dallies with the winde, and ſcornes the ſunne. 
a Andtvrnes the ſunne to thade, alas, alas, 
Wuses my ſunne,now in the ſhade of death, 
Waole bright outhhining beames,thy cloudic wrath, 
Hath in eternall datkneſſe foulded vp: 
Your aicric buildeth in our cities neaſt. 
O God that ſeeſt it, do not ſutfer it: 
As it was vonne with bloud, loſt be it ſo. 
But. Have donc lor lame it not for charitie. 
: 44. Vrge neither chariticner ſhame to me, 
Vncha- 


— — 


of Richard tie thrid. 

V necharitabty with me haue you dealt, 
And ſhame fully by you my hopes are 
My charitie is outrege, ſite my (ſhame 
And in my ſhame il ill ius my ſorrowes rage. 

Frecb, Haue done, "a 

9, Mary O princely Buckingham, Lwill kiſſe thy hand, 
In ſigne of league and amitie with thee : 
Now faire befall ther, and thy princely houſe, 
Thy garments are not ſpotred vit our Sloud, 
> or thou vithm che cor puſſc of my cute. 

Buck. Nor no one here, fer curſes neuer paſſe 
The lips of thoſe that breath the tu in the ayre. 

Mlle not belecue burthey aſcend the ik ie. 

And there awake God» gentle ſlecying peace. 
O Backingham beware of yonder dog, bet 
Loeke when he fawaes, he bites, and when he bites, 
His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 
Haue not to do with him, beware of him: 
Sinne, death and heil haue (cr their markes on him, 
And all their miniſternattend on him. 
Glo. What doth the ſay my Lord of Buckingham? 


coun- 
(fell, 
O but remember this another day, 
When he ſhall ſp it thy very heart with A 
And ſay poote Margaret was p rope teiſc: 
Line aa the ſubiecta of x ey 
And he to you,and all of you toGods. Ex, 


Heſt, My baire doth (tand on end to heare her curſcs. 
Ris. And ſo doth mine, l wonder (hees at libertic. 
Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had tos much vrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that | haue done. 
A. I neuer did her any tomy knowledge, 
Cle. But you haue all the vantage ofthis wrong, 
I was too hot te doſome body good, 
That is toocolde in thinking of i᷑ now: 
Marry as for Clarence, he ia well repaid, 
C ; 


— ͤ——— — 


The Tragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his peines, 
God pardon them that are the cauſe of it. 
Ku. A vertuoas ande Chriſſianhke concluſion, 
To pray for them that haue done ſcathe to vs. 

G's. So do leder being well aduiſde, 
For had curſt,now l had curſt my ſelſe. 

C, Madame his maieſlic doth call ſor you. 
And ſot yournoble Gra e: and you my noble Lord. 

2s, Cutsby,we come, Lords will you go with vs. 

N.. Madame, we vill attend your Grace. Exennt ma. C/o. 

Gl. I dothee fell began to braule, 
The ſectet miſchiete that 1 — 
I lay vnto the gricu2us charge of others. 
— —— in darkeneſſe: 
I do beweepeto many ſimple guls: 
Namely to Hlaſtinge, Darby, Buckingham, 
And ſay it is the Queene,and her allies | 
That ſtirre the K. againſt the Duke my brother. x 
Now they helee ue me, und vithall whet me ; 
To be revengd on Riucrs, Vaughan,Gray, 
But then figh,and with a piece of ſcripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs to do good for euill: 
Aod thus leloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends, ſlolne out ot holy writ, 
And ſeeme a Saint) v hen moſt i play the Diuell: 
Bur ſoft here comes my executioneti. Ee Execarteners. 
How nov, my hardy (tout teſolued mates, 
Arc ye now going to diſpatch this deed ? 3 

Exe. We are my Lord. and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may beadmitred where he is. 

Cle. It wan well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me. 
When you haue done, te paite to Croabie place: 
But (irs, be ſudden in the execution: 
Withall,obJurate : do not heate him pleade, 
For Clarence is wellſpoken and perhaps 
May mouc your hearts to pittic if you mark him, 

Exe. Tulh,fcare not, my Lord we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers ere no good doers be allured : 
oe come to vic our hands and not out tongues. 


#4 


C. 


of Richard the third. 
Cl. Your cies drop milſtones, when ſooles eies drop tears. 
I like you Lada, about your bulinefle. — 
Emer C neo 
Bro. Why luokes your Grace ſo heauily to day ? 
cu Ob, I haue paſt a miſcrable night, 
so ſull of vgly ſig hes, of gaſlly drea mes, 
That as lame Chriftian faichfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
| Theught'wereto buy a world of happic dayes, 
o full of diſmall terror was the time. 
Bro, What was your dreame ? I long to heare you tell it. 
C/as. Me thought was imbarkt for Burguadie, 
And in my company my brother Gloceſter, 
Who from my cabbin tempted me towalke 
V pon the hatches,thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp athouland fearcfull times, 
During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter, 
That had befallen vs: as we pall along, 
V pon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Me thought that Gloftcr ſtumbled, and in (tumbling 
Sirooke me (that thought to ſtay him) ouer· boord 
Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 
Lord, Lord,me thought s hat paine it was to drowne, 
hat dreadfull noyſe of waters in mine cares, 
What vgly ſights of death within mine eyes: 
Mcthoughtl (aw a thouſand fearcfull wracks, 
Tenthouland men that fiſhes gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of gold,great Anchors, heapes of pearle, 
Ine(hmable (tones, vnvalued icwels, 
Some lay in dead mens ſculs, aud in thoſe holes 
Where eyes did once inhubite,there were crepe 
As tuete inſcorneofeycs,rc flecting gems, 
Which wade the ſlimie bottom of the deepe, 
And mockt the dead bones t at liy ſcatteted hy. 
Bre. Had you ſuch leiſure iu ehe time of death, 
To gaze vpon the ſecrets of the deepe ? 
Cla, Me thought I had: for ſtil the enuious flood 
kept in my ſoule, and would not let it ſoorth. 
To keepe theemptie valt and wandring ayre, 


Sorrow breakes 


_ _ X — * — * — | 


fte rngele 
Dm ſwodheredt win wy kennen 
Whichalweſtburſt to 

Brok,” Awnkt you not wichthis ſore 


agonie ? 
2 O na, my dreame waslengthned after lif, 
Othen began the —— ſoule, P 
Who —_ (me thought) che melancholy floud, 
With — en, rv which _ te of, 
Vntothe kin night: 
The firſt that there did nx 5" ny 
Warwick, 


Was muy great father it) law,renowmed v 


Who cried aloud,what ſcourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford falle Clarence ? 
— — 3 
— — rs 
Dabled in he iqueałt out aloud, 
Clarence is comme, ſalſc, Heeting,periurd Clarence, 
That ſtabd we in the field by Teuxburie: 
Ses ze on him furies, tate him to your torments, 
With that me thought a legion of foule end 
Enuironed me about, and howled ib mine cares, 
Such hidious cries,that withthe very noiſe, 
I crembling,wakt,and fora ſcaſon after, 
Could not belceue but that l was in hell, 
Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame, 
Fre. No marucil (my Lo.) thougt it affrighted you, 
I promiſe you, l am afraid to von tell it. 2 
Cu. O Broken burie,l haue deve thoſe rhings, 
Which now beare cuidence againſt my ſoule, 
For —— lee how — 
122 ceper ſtay by me, 
Meek. Til (ary Lord) God a, 
will (ay give your Grace good te 
{caſons and repoling hawers 


Prins hae eee rae rt ee t 
Princes haue buttheie titles for their ght, 


Anourwerd hom out for an inward toy 
And tor vnſelt imaginerion, 
They often feele a world of teſſleſſe cares: 


E names, 


There's 


of Richard the third, 
There's nothing differs but the outword faine, 
The nurrberer « em. 
In Gods name what are you,and how came you hither? 
Exe. | would ſpeake ne Clarence, and | came hither on my 
Bro, Yea ate ye lo briefe ? ( legs, 
2, Exc. O lirgt is better be bricfe then tedious, 
Shew him our commiſſion tal be no more. He rradeth it: 
Bro. | am in this commanded to deliuet 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
— ——— 
Becauſe l vill be guileletle ofthe INg1 
Heere are the — les — : 
lic to hu Maicltic and certific his Grace, 
That thus / haue refignd ——— you, 
Exe. Do ſo, it is a poynt of Wi{cdome. 
2. #hat ſhall we (tab him as he ſlocpes? 
1. Na, then he will Lay twas done cowardly 
Wen he wakes, | 
: When he wakes, 
ny toole | e ſhall never wake till the — — day. 
1 Why thcu te will Ly we ſtabd him ſleeping. 
1 7Th-'vrging of that word iudgetment, hath bred 
A bude ofremac in me. 


1. V hat, art thou afraid f 
2. NA to t him having a warrantfor it, but to be damnd 


Fork litzg hi. from whichno vttant ean defend vs. 
1. fache to the Du of Gloſter, tell hum ſo. 
2. | pray thee ſtay a while, / hope my holy humour will 
Change tv wont to hold me but while one would tel. xx. 
1. How doeſt thou tcele thy ſelſe now? (me. 
2 Faith ſome certaine dregs of conſcience are yet within 
1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 
- 2. Zounds he dis, I had forgot the reward. 
1. Where is thy conſcience now ? 
2. In the Duke of Gloſters purſe. 
t, So when he opens his purſe to give vs our reward, 
Thy conſcience flics out. 
2. Let it goe,ther's ſewe or none will enteraine it. 
1. Howi ms recs * as 
3, 


— — — — 
— — — 
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[- ne Trage 
| 2. lle not meddle wich it, it iv a daogerous thing, 
| It makes a man 8 coward. A man canmot ſeale, 
But it accuſerh him, he cannot ſegle but it checks hmm 
aenmottye wich his nei wife bur u detect: 
Nun it ia a bluſhing ſhamfaſt — that murinics 
- Ina mans boſome : it fils one full of obſticles, 
N made me once teſlote a piece of gold that / found. 
It hegget any man that keepes it: tutnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing eue ty 
Man that mcancvto live well,cndevours tottud 
To him(clfſc,an4 to live wirhont ve, 
. 1Zoundsjit is cuen now at my cibow perſwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 
T. ke the dew lt in thy minde · ind beleeve him not, 
| He would inaftwatc with thee ro make thee ieh. 
1 Tu. lan ic > agin fraud, he cannot prevs ic with me, 
I «-7.. thee. © 
2 $:9-24 ikea tall fellow that teſpects his reputation, 
Come ſhall we to this gearc? 
I Take hin oer the coſtar i with the hilts of my ſword, 
|,  Anvthcawewilchop him in the Malmſty but the next 
20 Oh, excellent device-wake s loppe of lum. ( roome: 
i tlarbe, he Ilir, halli ride: 
" 8 Nagfirfticrs reafon with him, Cl. alen. 
Ca. Where art thou Keeper giue me a cup of wine. 
1 Too ſhall haue wine enough, my Lo. anon. 
| C. In Gods name, what art thou: 
2 A man,as you arc. 
Cla. gut not as | am-royall. 
x Noryouas we are, loyall. 
Cle. Thy voycc is thunder, hut thy lookes are humble. 
2 My voyce it now the Hang, my lookes mine owne. 
Cla, How darkely and how deadly dooſſ thou [peake ? 
T<ll me who ate you? wheretorc come you hither ? 
Am. To, to, to. 
F Ci. To murther me? Am |. 
C You icar(:ly haue the hearts to te li me ſo, 
An l therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it, 
- Waercin ny fricuds haue ſotfeaded you? 
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Riehardibe third. 
1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King, 
C14, {ſhall be teconcild eo him againe, 
2 Never my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 
C Ate you cald forth from gutaworld of men 
To ſie the innocent? what is my off: ncc? 
there are the euidence to accuſe mc: 
What lawful! queſt haue giuen their verdi ct vp 
Vntothe frowning iudge, oc who pronounced 
The butter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before / be coourt by courſe of law? 
To thereaten me with death is moſt vnlawtul!: 
[charge you a3 you hope to haue teen piien, 
By Chrifts deare blood ſhed for our grecuous lins 
That yuu depart and lay no hands on mc, 
The deede youu vndertake 18 daninable. 
1 What we will do, ve do vpon com mane” 
2 And he that hath commanded is the king. 
Ca. Erronious vailaile,the great King of Kings, 
Hath in his Tables of tus Law commanded, 
That thou ſhalt due no murther and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edit, and fulbll a mans? 
Take hee de, far he holdes vengeance in his hands, 
Tohurle v pon their heads that breake his Law. 
2 And that Game vengeance deth he throw on thee, 
For falſe ſorſvecer ing and for murder too 
I bou did{trecererhe holy Sicrament 
To kghtin quairell of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
1 And |'ke a traitorto the name of God, 
Did ſt hreake that vo, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vntipſt the bowels of thy ſouetaięgucs ſonne. 
2 Whom thou vert [worre to cheriſh and defend. 
1 How eaaſſ thou vrge Gods dreadtuil law to vs, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſo deare degree ? 
Cle, Alas, for whole ſak e did /that ill deed ? 
For Edvard, or my brother,tcr his lake : 
Wy lirs, he ſends ye not to murder me for this, 
For in this linne he is as deepe as J. 
God v ill be revenged for this deede, 
Take notthe quarreil from his powerfull arme, 
D 2 


He 


85 The Tragedie 
| He needs no indirect nor las full courſe, 
| To cut off thoſe that haue offended him. 
; 1. Who madethee then a bloody miniſtcr, 


When ng, braue Planragenet 
— — by thee ? 


Cle, My brothers loue, che Devill,and my rage. 
r. Thy brothers loue,the deuill,and thy fault. 
Have brought vs hicher now to murther thee. 
Cle, Oh,it you loue brother, hate not me, 
Iam his brot her, and | loue him well: 
N you be hirde for need, go backe againe, 
And / will ſend you to my brother Gloceſter, 
Who will reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 
8. Lou are deceiu d, your brother Gloceſſer hates you. 
Cl. Oh no, he loues me and he hela me deare, 
Ov you to him from me. 
A4. l, ſo we will. 
Cla. Tell him, hen that our Princely father Yorke, 
le ſt his three ſonnes with hi: victorious arme: 
And chargd vs from his ſoule to loue each other, 
He little thought of this divided freindihip, 
Bid Gloceſler thinke of this and he will weepe, 
q Am. l, milſtones, as he le fond vs toweepe. 
ö Ci. O, do not ſlander him for he is — 
1. Right. as ſnow in harue{t, thou dece iuſt thy ſelſe, 
Tis he that ſent vs hither now to murder thee. 
Cla. It cannot be: for when | parted with him, 
He hudg me in his ar met, and {wore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my deliuerie. 
1. Why ſo he doth, nos he delivers thee 
From thi»worlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heaven, 
1. Make peace with God, for you mult die my Lord, 
Cla. Hail thou that holy feelling in thy ſoule, 
To counlci] me to make my prace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy une ſoule (» blind, 
That thou wilt war with God for mutdering me ? 
Ah es conſider he that ſet you on 


To do this deede, will hate you forthis deede, 
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of Richard the thrid. 
1 What ſhall wedo? 
Cl. Relent and ſaue your ſoules. 
1 Relent, tis cowardly and womaniſh. 
Cl. Not to telent, is bea(tly,ſaurge,and diueliſh 
My friend, / (pic ſome pittie in thy lookes : 
On dl eye be nut a flatterer, 
Come thou on my ſide and cntreage for me: 
A begging Prince,what begger pitties nut? 
thus, and thus: if this will not ſerue, He ffabrbrw; 
Ile chop thee in the malmeſey But in the next toome. 
1 A bloodie deede, and deſperately performd, 
How faine like Pilate would I waſh my hand, 
Of this moſt gricuous guiltie murder done. 
1 Why doeſſ thou not helpe me? 
By heauens the Duke ſhall know how ſlacke thou art. 
1 I would he knew that I had ſaved his brother, 
Take thou thefec,and tell him what 1 ſay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flame. Ext. 
1 So do not I, goc cowardas thou art: 
Now mult | hide his bady in tome hole, 
Vntill the Duke take order for bis hurull: 
And when I haue my mecd | muſt away, 
For thu wil out, and here I mult not ſtay, Exennd. 
| Emer King, Dee, Haſtmgr, Riners,coc. 
King. So,now l haue done a good dayes worke, 
You peeres cont aue this vnited league, 
I every day expect aa Embatlage 
From m/ Redeemer,to redeeme me hence: 
And vow in peace my ſoule ſhall part to heauen, 
Since l haue (et my friends at peace on earth: 
Rivers and Huſtings, take each others hand, 
D.iſemble not your hatred,ſweare your loue. 
Rs. By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hate, 
And wit!; my hand | ſeale my true hearts loue, 
H. So thriue Tl as | lweare the like. 
King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Lea(t he that is the ſupreme King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falſhood,and award 


Either of you to be the others end. 
D ; Haſt 


Hf. So proſper ],as I ſweare perſect loue. 
Riz. And [,a3 / loue Hallingewich my heart. 
- Km. — — 
| or your ſgane Dorſet,Buckingham,nor you, 
You haue beene ſactious one againſt the other: 
Wie, joue Lord Haltings,let him kite your hand, 
And what you do. do it vofainedly : 
Qs. Here Haſtings, I will ne uer more remember 
Our turmer hatred, ſo thriue lar d mine. 
Dor. Thus enterchanꝑe of loue,l here proteſt, 
Vpon my part (hall be vnuiolable. 
Ha, And fo ſaene I my Lord. 
Kun. Now princely Buckingham ſcale thou this les gue, 
Wich thy embracements to my wives allies, 
And make me happie in your vnitic. 
Zar. When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you, or yeurs,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate ia thoſe where I expect moſt loue, 
When | haue molt nee de to imploꝝ a friend. 
And woſt aſſured that he isa friend, 
hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me. This do | begge of God, 
When lam cold in zcale to you or yours. 
X. A plealiug cordial princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vowe vato my ſick lv beart: 
There vanteth now our brother Glo{ter here, 
To make the perfect perivd vl this peace. 
Enter Gloceſter. 
Ruc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 
Gle. Good morrow to my (uucraigne king and queene, 
And princely pcetes, a happic tin. c of day. 
Km. Happic mdeed, as we haue ſpent the day: 
Brother, uc haue done d eedes of chatitie: 
Made peace of enmutic, faite loue of hate, 
| Betweene thele ſa elling wrong incenſed Peeres. 
Go. A bleſſed labour moſſ ſouetaigne liege, 
Amon gſt this princely heape, if any hete 
By falſe iutelligence, ot wrong ſurmile, 


The Tragelle. 


Hold 


of Richard the third. 


Hold me a foe,ifTvnwirringly or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, ſ deſire 
Toreconcile me to his friendly peace, 
Tis Jcath to metro beste nitie 
I hate , and detire all good mens loue. 
Fir(t Ma lame] werear peace of you, 
Which | will purchaſe with my durious ſeruice. 
O yu my noble coufen Hugin ham, 
t cue t any gru ue were lud ud betweere vs. 
O: youu m Lord Riuers and Lord Gray of vou, 
Thit all wierour deſert hau: ftrownd ow-me, 
Dees, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,in deed of all : 
I do uot know that Engliſh man alwe, 
With whom mv {vulc 15 any 1otre at oddes, 
More then the ant that is borne to night ; 
Ithanke mv G 54d for my humlie, 
D A huly day ſhall this be kept hereafter, 
I would to God all (trifes were well compounded, 
My ſouetaigne liege I do befeech your Maieſtic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
G's. Why Madame, haue I off:cd loue for this, 
To he thus ſcornde ia this royall preſence # 
tg tnoves not thatthenoble Duke is dead? 
ou do him iniutie to ſcorne his coarſe, 
A Who knowesnothe is dead ? who knowes he is? 
Dn, All ſeeing heauen, hat a world is this ? 
Bc. Looke l ſo pale Lord Dor(e(t as the reſt ? 
Dor. | my good Lord, & no one in this preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſcoł e his checkes. 
Kim. ls Clarence dead?the order vas reuerſt. 
Glo. But he (poore ſoule) by your fir(t orderdide, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 
Some tatdie cripple bore the countermaund, 
That came tao lagge to ſee him buried: 
God grauntthatſomeleiſc noble, and leſſe loyall, 
Neercr in bloody thoughts, hut not in blood: 
Deſerue not worſe then wretched Clarcnce did, 


Aud yet goe currant from ſuipition. Emer Dar lic. 
' Der. 


| TheTragedie 

De. A — . — done, 
Kia. | pray thee peace,my u full of ſorrow, 
De. I vill notte your lughneſſe graunt. 
Ku. Then ſpeake at once, u hat is it thou demaundil? 
Dar. The forfeit (ſouetaig e) of my ſe ruants lite, 
Who flew to dey 8 ryorous gentleman. 

Lately sttendant on the Duke of Norfolk e. 
Km. Have {a tongue to doome my brothers deaths 

And ſhall the ſame giue potdon to a ſlaue; 

My brother flew no man, us CL ult was tnuught, 

And yet his puniſhment was eruell death. 

Who ſued to me for him ? who in wy rage, 

Kneeld at my ſeete and bad me be auwnl-ic ? 

Who ſpake of brother. hood ? «ho of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore ſoule did fer fake 

The mightte warwicke,and did Gght tor rac ? 

Who told me in the ficld by ic, 

then Oxford had me do ne, he ic (cucd me, 

And ſaid, dete brother, liue and be 4 King ? 

Who told me hen ve boch lay in the held, 

Frozen almoſſ to death, ho he d |appe me, 

Een in hu one garments, and gau- h. mie te 

All thin and raked to the uumb col. nge 

All thus from n remembrance bruruu wrath 

Sintully pluckt, and not a man of you 

Had fo much groe to put it iu my minde. 

gut when your carters.or your waigiring vaſſailes 

Have done a drunken ſl ua ter. and deſac d 

The precious lage of cur deare Redec met, 

You itraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And | vniuſtly too, mull graunt it ycu 

gut for my brother, not a malt »ould ſpeske, 

Nor I (vngracious) lpe· ke vuto my ſelſe, 

For him, poore ſoule: The proude ſt of you all 

N. ue bene beholden to him in his lie, 

Yee none of you would once pl-ad for his life: 

Oh God)l feare thy tuſtice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Fu. 

Come Haſtinge, helpe me to my clolet oh poote Clare uee ſn: 
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ef Richard the third. 
— ——— : markt you not 

How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, | 

Look? pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh-they did vrge it ſtill vnto the King, 

God will teuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

: Enter Datche: of Tete with Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam,is our father dead ? 

Der. No boy. gn (breaſt? .- 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your ph. 
Aadcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you looke an vs and ſhake your head? 
And call vs wretches , Or waycs, 

It that our noble —— Sad 
Der. My prettic $, you mi me 
Ido lament the licknetle of the King: 
As loch to looſe him, not your fathers death: 
It were loſt labour to weepe for one that's loſt. 
Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 
The King my Vacle is too blamefor this 
God will revenge it, whom 7 will im 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

Das. Peace children peace, the King doch loue you well, 
Incspable and ſhallow innocents, 

Tou cannot geſſe who cauſde yoor fathers death. 
V. OCranam, ve can: for my good Yncle Gloceſter 
Told me, the Ting prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuiſ d im to impriſon him: 

And when he told me ſo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly hiſt my checke, 
And bad merelic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dt. Oh that deceit ſhould ſteaſe ſuch gentle ſhapes, 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my ſonne ,yea and therein my ſhame: 
Tet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Yacle did ditſemble , Granam? 

Dat. 1 Boy. 

ga. I cannot thinke it,harke, what noiſe is this? 
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The Tragedie 
! meto 
To m fortune, and totment my fclfe ? 
lle ioyne with blacke diſpaire againſt my ſelſe, 
And to my ſelſe become an enemie. 
Dat. What meanes this ſceane ofrude impatience? 
24. To make anact of tragiabe violence, 
Edward, my Lord, yout ſonne our king is dead. 
Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred? 
Why «ther not the leaues, the ſap being gore? 
If you vill liue, lament : if die, be briefe : 
That our {wife winged ſoules may catch the kings, 
Ot like obedient (ubicts , ſpllo him 
To his new kingdome of p@peruall reft. 
Dat. Ah io much intereſt haue I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had tidle in thy noble husband: 
haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 
And liu d by looking on his images. 
But now two mirrors of his princely ſemblance, 
Are crackt in peeces by malignant death, | 
And / ſor comfort haue but one falſe glaſſe, 
Which grecues me when l [ce my thame in him. 
Thou art a widow,yet thou att a mother, 
And haſt the comtort of thy children left thee: 
But death hat h fnatche my children fre mine armes, 
And pluzks tuo crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarcnce, Oli what cauſc haue 1 
Then, being but moitic of my gricfc, 
To cuergo thy plaints an drown tue cries? 
* Good Aunt, you u pt nat ſor cut fathers death, 
How can ue aide you with our kindzeds tearcy? 
Gerl. Our ſatherleſſe diſtreſſe was left vamoand, 
Your widowes do;ours likewiſe be vnwepe. 
. Give me no helpe in lamentation, 
] am not barren to bring forth laments, 
All (prings reduce their currents to mine cies, 
Tnat | k:ing gouernd by the watry moanc, 
May ſend forth plenteous teares to drowne theworld: 
Ch lot my husbang,for my heire Lo. Edward, 
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of Richard the third. 
4 Oh fer our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence. 
Dar. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence” 
2», What ſtaie had | but Edward, and he is gone: 
Am. Wiat ſlaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 
Der, What ſtaies had I bur they and they are gone? 
2» Was necucr widow, had ſo dearc a le ſſe. 
Am, Vas cucr Orphancs haz a dcater loile? 
Das. uus euer mother hail dea et lulle, 
Alas, I am the mother of theſe moanes, 
Their woes are parceld mine are generall: 
She for Edward weepes, and ſo do 7: 
| for a Clarence weepe, ſo doth not ſhe: 
Theſe babes for Clarence weepe, and ſo do l: 
for an Edward weepe, and ſo do they, 
Alas, you three on me three ſold diſtreſi. 
Powre all your teates, / am your ſorrowes nurſe, 
And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. Emer Gloſter, 
Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs haue cauſe wb ether, 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre: 
But none can cure their hat mes by wailing them. 
Madame my mother, l do cry you mercie, 
I did not ſee your grace, humbly on my knee 
Icrauc your bleſſing. 
Dae. God bleiſe thee, and put mecknes in thy minde, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 
"> Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 
Thats the butt end of my mothers bleſſing: k 
I maruell why her grace did —— ? 
Buck, Tou cloudy princes and hart ſorrow ing peeres, 
That beare this — un of moanc, . 
Now cheare each other, in each others loue : 
Though we haue ſpent our harueſi for this King, 
We are to reape the harueſt of his ſonne : 
The broken rancour of your high ſwolue hearts, 
gut lately ſplinted,bnir,and oynd together, 
Muſt greatly be preferu'd,cherifhr,and ſept. 
Me ſeemeth good that with ſome little traine. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetche 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 
E 2 


The Tragadie 
C Then be it ſo: and go we to determine 
Vino they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt te Ludlow, 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 
To give your cenſures in this waightie buſineſſe. 
An Al our hearts Exemnt. manct Glo. Buck, 
Buck, My Lord, who ever journeyes tothe Prin) 
For Gods fake let not vs two be behinde: 
For by the way lle ſort occaſion, ' 
As index to the ſtorie we lately talit of, 
To part the Queenes proude kindred from the King. 
Glo. My other ſelſe, my counſels conſiſtorie, 
My Oracle, my Prophet. my deare Coſen: 
I lake a childe will go by thy direction: 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ſtay behinde. Ex. 
. Emer two Ci cen. 
1 Cir, Neighbour well met, whither away fo faſt 2 
2 Cir. /promile you, / ſcarcely know my ſelſe. 
t Heare you the newes abroad ? 
2 | chat the King is dead. 
1 Bad newes birlady, ſeldome comes the better, 
Tfearc,/ ſcare, twill proour a troubleſome world. Enter ane> 
3 Cir. Good morrow neighbours. ther Ci. 
Doch this newes hold of Kings Edwards death? 
It doth. 3. Then maiſters looke te fee a troublous world 
No, no, by Gods grace his ſeane ſhall raigne. 
3 Ho to ttut land thats goucrnd by « childe. 
2 In him there is a hope of gouern 
{ Thatinhisnonage, counſell ynder him, 
And in his full and ripened yeeres himſelſe, 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then gouerne well. 
1 So ſtood the Rate when Harry the ſixt 
| Wascrownd at Paris, but at nine moneths olde. 
z Stood the ſtate ſo no good my friend not (o, 
For then this land was famouſly enriche 
; With politike graue counſell i then the King 
; Hadvertuous Vncles to protect his Grace. 
2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 
| 3 Berterit were they all came by the father, 
| Or by the father there were none at all: 
| 
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Tor emulation now,who (hall be nearcf, 
Which couch vs all coo neate if God 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of Gloceſter, 

And the Queenes kindred hautic and proude, 
And were they to be rulde, and not to tule, 
This ſickly land might ſolace as before. 
2 Come, come, ue ſeate the woorlt, all ſhall be well. 
When clouds appeare, viſe men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaues fall, the vir ter is at hand ; 
When the ſun ſets, vho doth not looke for night? 
vntimely ſlormes make men expect a dearth : 
All ay be well : but if God ſort it ſo, 
Tis more then we deſcruc,or I expect. 
: Trucly the ſoules of men ate full of dread: 
Ve cannot almoſt reaſon with a man 
That lookes not heauily and full of ſeare. 
3 Before the times of change, (till is it ſo: 
By a diuine inſtinct mens mindes miſtruſt 
Enſuing danger, as by proofe we (ee, 
The weters (well before a boy (trous (torme : 
Bur leaue it all ro God: whither away ? 
2 Weareſcnt for to the luſlice. 
3 And ſo was1,lle beare you companie. Exam. 
Emer Cardinal, Dutches of Terks, LW Torke. 
Car. LaſtnightI heard they lay at Northampton, 
At Stoniſtratiord will they be to night, 
To morrow or next day they will be here. 
Der. | long with all my heart te (ec the Prince, 
I hope he is much growne ſince la ſt I ſaw hum. 
v. But I heate no, they ſay my ſonne of Yorke 
Hath almoſt ouertane him in his growth. 
Tor, —— I would not haue it ſo. 
De. Why my yong Couſin it is to grow. 
Tor. Grana, one night as we Aden ſupper, 
My Vacle Rivers talkt how l did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my Vncle Cla. 
Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace: 
Arid fince me thinkes I would not grow (© falt, 
Becauſe (lweete flowers are lou and werden make haſte. 
E 


Not. 
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Dut. Good * faith : the ſaying did not hold, 
In him that did obiect the lameto thee : 
He was the wretched(t thing when he was yong, 
So long « growirg and ſo le ſurely, 
That it this were arule,'1c ſhould be gracious, 
Cr. Why Madame, ſo no douht he is. 

Dot. | hope ſo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if | had heene temembted 
I could haue giuen my V ncles Grace a Hour, (mine 
That ſhould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did 

Dat. How my prettic Yorke? I pray thee let me heate it 

Ter. Marry they ſay, that my Vncle grew ſo fail, 
That he could gnaw a cruſt at to houres hold: 
Twas full two yeers erc | could geta tooth. 
Granam this would haue beene a prettie ieſt. 
Der. I pray thee prettie Yorke,who told thee (0? 
Tor. Granam,his Nurſe. 
Das. Why.ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 
Ter. If twere not ſhe, l cannot tell who told me. 
u. A perilous boy : go too: you ate too ſhrewd, 
Car. Good Madame be not angry with the child. 


2s, Pitchers haue cares. Enter Dorſet. 
Cer. Here comes your ſonne, L rd Marques Dorſet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 


Der. Such newes,my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 
2s. How farcs the Prince? 
Dor. Well, Madame,and in health. 
Der. What is the newes then? 
Der. Lord Riuera, and Lord Gray, are ſent to Pomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners. 
Dar. Who hath committed them? 
Dor. T he mightic Dukes, Gloce ſſer and Buckingham. 
Car For what offence ? 
Der. The ſumme of all I can, l haue diſcloſed: 
Why, ot for what theſe Nobles were committed. 
25 all rnknowne to me. my gracious Lady. 
2. Ay me ſce the downefall of our houſe, 
ne Tyger now hath ceaad the gentle Hinde . 
I:1{u!ring tytannie begins to iet, 
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Vpon the innocent and lawleſſe throane: 
Welcome deſtruction, death and maſſactre. 
I ſcegs ina Mappe the end of all. 
Dee. Accurſcd and vnquict wrangling daics, 
How many of you haue mme eyes beheld ? 
My husband loſt his life to get the eroune, 
And often vp and downe my ſonnes vere toſt, 
For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and loſſe, 
And being ſeated, and domeſticke broyles 
Cleane ouethloun, themſe lues the conquerours, 
Make war vpon themſelues, blood again(l blood 
Selfc again | ſclfe,O prepoſterous 
Andfranticke outrage,cnd thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let me dic to looke on death no more. 
2, Come, come, my boy, vc will to SanAuaric. 
Der. lle go along with you. 
2. You haue no cauſe. 
Car. My Gracious Ldie, go. 
And thither beate your treaſure and your goods. 
For my part, lle teligne vnto your Grace, 
The Seale | keepe,and ſo betide to me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours; 
Come, lle conduct you tothe ſanctuarie. Frenne, 
The Trumpets /onnd. E nter youg I ince,the Duke: of 
CloceBer,and 8 wc Hing h, C ar dinall, c. (ber. 
Fuc, Welcome (weete Prirce to London to your cham- 
Glo, Welcome deare Coſen my thoughts ſouetaigne. 
The wearic way hath made you melanchohe. 
Pri. No Vncle,but our croſſes on the way, 
ue mace it tectous, wearifomeand heauic: 
| want more V ncles here to welcome me. 
Glo. Sweet prince the vntainted vertueof your yeeres,. 
Hath not vet diucd into the worlds dcceit: 
Nor more can you diſſinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew,which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 
Thoſe Vncles which you want,were dangerous, 
Your Grace attended to theu ſugred words, 
But lookt not on the poyſon of their hearts: 
God 
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God keepe yeu from them, and from ſuch falſe friends. 
Prin God keepe me from falle friends,but they were nonc. 
Cl. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greete you. 

Enter Lord Mar. 
L. At God bleſſe your Grace,with health and happy daics. 
Prin, | thanke you good my L. and thanke you all. 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

- Ficqyhata flvg is Haſhngs that he comes not 
To tell vs whether gþey will come or no. Enter L.Ha. 

Buck, And in good t me heerec. mes the ſweating Lord. 
Pris. Welcome my Lord,what,will our mother come? 
Haſt. On what occaſion God he knowes not l: 

The Queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken Santuarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was pctſorce withheld. 

Jar. Fie, what an indirect and pecuiſh courſe 

Is this of hers? Lord Cardinall, vill your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene they ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princcly brother preſenely ? 

If ſhe deme, Lord Haſtings go with them, 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car, My L.of Buckingham,if my weake oratoric 

Can from his mother winnethe Duke of Yorke, 

him heere : but if ſhe be obdurate 

To milde entreatics,God forbid - 

We ſhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Ofbleſſed Sanctuarie: not for all this land, 

Would I be guiltie of ſogreat a ſinne. 

Buck, You arc too ſenceleſſe obſtinate my Lord, 

Too ceremoniousand traditional]. 

Weigh it but with the groſeneſſe of this age, 

You breake not SanRuarie in ſeazing him: 

The benefit thereofis alvV aies granted 
To thoſe vhoſe dealings haue deſerued the place, 

And thoſe who have the vit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deſerued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
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ef Richard the third, 
Then taxing him from thence that is nor there, 
Yoo breake no ptiuiledge not charter there: 
Ot haue ſ heard cf Sanctuarie men, 
But San ctuarie children neuer till no. 

Car. My Lord. you ſhall oucrrule my minde for once : 
Come on Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 

H. 1 go wy Lord, Emi. Car & H.. 

P>i. Good Lords makeall the ſpecdie haſt you 
Say Vncle Gloceſter,ifour brother come, ( may. 
Where ſhall we ſoiourne till our Coronggion? 

G's. Where it think(t beſt vnto your rh} al! (clfe: 
It I miay coundel you forme day ot wo, 

Your highneilc ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then whcre xou pleaſe & ſhalbe thought oll fie 
For ycur beſt health and recreation. 

Pri. I do not like the Tower of any place: 

Did lulius Cæſet build that place my Lord? 

Buck, He did, my gracious L. begin that place, 
Which ſince ſucceding ages haue reedified. 

P. in. ls u vpon record, or els re ported 
Suceſſiuely from age to age he built it? 

Buck. Vpon teeord my gracious Lord. 

Prin. tut ſay my Lord t were not regiſlred, 
Me thinkes the truth ſhould live from age to age, 
As trete retaild to all pocteritie, 

Euen to the g*1erall ending day. 

Cle. So viſe, ſo yong, they ſuy do neuer live Tong: 

Prin. What lay you Vncle ? 

Gle. l lay, vuhout Characters farne lives long: 
Thus like the fetmall vice, iniquitic, 
moral ze two meanings in one word. 

Prin. That lulius Cziar was famous man, 

With what his valour did crrich his wit, 
His wit (ct dowre to make his valour live : 
Death makes nocurqueſt of his corqueronr, 
For now he lives in feme,thcughnotin liſe: 
I letell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Fuck What my gratious Lord? 

Pros. And if l liue vntill I be a man, 

F — 


lle vin our auncient right in France againe, 


Or dye a ſouldiet as [ lu d « - © 
Cle. Short ſommers lightly haue a forward ſpring. 
Enter youg Torks, Haſtings, Cardinal, 
Bus. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Pri, Rich. of Yorke,how fares our noble brother ? 
Tor. Well my deare Lord: fo muſt I call you now. 
Prim. I brother to our griefe as it 1s yours: 
Too late he dide that might haue kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much maicſhe., 
Gle. How fares off couſen noble L.of Yorke? 
Ter. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid that Idle weeds ate ſaſt in growth: 
The Prince my brother hath out grow ne me farre. 
Gle. He hath my Lord. 
Tor. And therefarc is he idle ? 
C. Oh my faire couſen, l mull noe fay ſo 
Tor. Then he is more beholdingto yuuthen l. 
Gle. He may command me as my ſouetaigne, 
But you haue power in me as ina kinſwan. 
Tor. | pray you vacle giue me this dagger. 
C. My dagger little couſen, with all my heart. 
Prin. A begger brother ? 
Ter. Of my kind vncle that know will give, 
And being but a toy which is no grictc to giue. 
Glo. A greater giftthen that, lie giue my coſcn. 
Ter. A greater gift ? O thats the lword too it. 
Gle. I gentle coſen, were it light enough. 
Tor. Othau l (ce you will part but with lighe gifts, 
In weightier things youle ſay a hegger nay, 
Glo, It is too werghtic for your grace to u care. 
Jer. Iveigliit ligntly were it heuer. 
Cl. What would you haue my weapon litle Lord? 
Tor. 1 would tha: migtu thanke you as you call me 
Glo, How t Tor. Litle. 
Prim. M / Lo: of Yorke will ſlill be croſſe in talke: 
Vncle your grace knowes how to heare with hin, 
Tor. You mcane to beate me, not to beate with me: 
Vncle, my biuther mockes both you and me, 
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Becauſe that] amlitle like an Apr. 

lie thinkes that you ſhould beate me on your ſhoulders, 
Bue, With u hat 4 ſharpe provided wit he reaſons, 

To u. ittigate the ſcorne he g ue his vncle, 

He ptetely and apt iy taunts aiſelte: 

Socunaing and io your is vonder full. 
Glo. My Lo: wilt pic.(c vou paile along? 

My ſelſe and mv guod couien Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to centred of het 

To mcer you at the Tewer,and welcome you 

TL. What vill you goe vato the tower my Lord? 

Fr in. My Lord Protector will haue it fo. 

Ter. | (hall not ſleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Cle. Why , what ſhould you ſcare? 

Tor. Mary my vnele Clarence angry ghoſt: 
My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Prim. | feare no vncles dead. 

C.. Not none that liue, I hope. 

Prin, And if they liue, I hope l need not feare. 

But come my L. with a heauic heart 
Thinking oa them, goe | vnto the Tower. 
E xennt Prom. Tor. H.. Dor/manct. Buch, Fu. 

Bac. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtile mother, 
To taunt and ſcorne y ou thus opprobricully ? 

Ce. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold, quicke, ingenious, ſotward, capable, 
He is all the mot het, from the top to toe. 

Bac. Well let them teſt: Come hither Catesby, 
Thou art (vorne as deeply to etfe ct what we intend, 
As cloſely to couceale what we impart, 

Thou kneweſt our reaſons vrgde vpon the v 
What thinkeſt thou, is it not an eaſie matter 

To make William L. Haſtings of cur miinde, 
For the iaſlalment of this noble Duke, 

In che {cate royall of this famous lle? 

Cate/. tle for his fathers ſake lo loues the Prince, 
That he will not be vonne to ought againſt him, 

Bc, What thinkeſt thou then of Staulcy, what will he? 
F3 Cas. 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Haitings doth. 
Buck, Well, then no more but thus: 
Ge gentle Catesby, and as itwerea fare off, 
Sound Lord taſtings how he ttands affected 
Vnto our purpoſe, li he be willing, 
Encourage him, and ſhev lim alt our reaſons 
Ifhe be leaden; lie: cold, vnuiiling, 
Be thouſo too: and ſo breake off your talke, 
And give vs notice of his inclination, 
For ve to morrow hold divided counſels, 
Waercin thy ſelſe ſhalt highly be employed. 
Gh. Commend me to Lord Willam, tell him Catesby, 
His ancient knot of datigerous aduerſaries 
To morrow are let bloo4 at Pomfret Caſtle, ; 
And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 
Ge gentle Miſtrefle Shore, one gentle kiiſe the more. 
Buck, Good Cateaby effect this buſmeiſe ſoundly. 
Cat. My good Lords both wich all the heed I may. 
Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe? © 
Ca. Tou ſha!l my Lord. Exu 
| Gs, At Crosby place ahete ſhall you find vs boch, 
; Buck, Now my Lord, what thi'l we do, it we perceive 
William Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our com 
G. Chop off his head man ſome what we will do, 
And looke when 1 am King clatme thou of me 
| The Euledomeof Hertord and the mooueables, 
Whereotrhe King my brother ſtood polleſt. 
& +: lle clatme that promiſe at your Graces hands, 
C/o, And looke to haue it yeelded with willingnefle. 
Come let vs ſup betin. ex, that .feerwarus 
We may digeſt our complurs in forme forme. 
Extra enger to Lid Haſtings, 
Mcſſ. Whit ho my — 4 
Ha. Who k:ocks at the doore? 
Ales. A melſenger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Hat. 
b Hut. Wints aclocke? 
ad Vpanthe ſtroke of foure. 
Hat. Cinnat thy maiſter ſleepe the teditous nights? 
Ate}. So it ſheuld ſeeme by that I haue to ſay: 
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of Richard the third. 
Firſt he commends him to your noble Lordſhip. 
Heft. And then. Adr/. And then he ſends you word, 
He drearat co night the Beare had cafte his helme: 
gelides he ſayes, there arc two councels held, 
And chat may be determind at the one, = 
Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lorſhida pleaſure 
If preſently you will take horſe with him, , 
Aud with all peed poſt into the North, 
To (hun the danger that his ſoule druines. 
Haſt. Good fellow go, teturne vnto thy Lord: 
gid him not ſeare the le councels: 
Hs Honour and my (cite are at the one, 
And at the other is my ſeruant Catesby: 
Where nothing can proceed that toacheth vs, 
Whcreoſ l ſhall not haue intelligence. 
Tell him his ſeares arc hallo, wanting inPancie. 
Ard for his drea mes l wonder he is fo End, 
Tu trult the mock<ric cf vnquiet flumbers, 
To ft -c the Boare before the gare pu ſuc vs, 
Wert tm incenſe the gare to toilaw vs, 
And e parte where he did meane no chaſe. 
Co, bid thy maſter rife and come to me, > 
A: we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he (hill ſ-e the Boare will vſe vs kindly. 
AA. My graciuvus Lord,Ilc teil him what yon ſay, E 
Fnter C aterby to L. Fliftings. 
Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Catetby: you are early ſlirrmg, 
What newes,what newes, in this our tottering (tate? 
Cat. It is a recling worldiindeed my Lord, 
And I beleeue twill never ſtand vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. 
H. . Whoweare the Garland?do eſt thou meane the 
Car. I my good Lord, (Crowne? 
Hit. lle haue this crowne of mine, cut from my ſhoulders 
Erc 1 will ſce the Crowne fo foule miſplatle: 
But canſt thou geſſe that he doch ayme at ir? 
Cat. Vpoa my life my L. and hopes to finde you forward 
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Von his party for the gaine thereof, 
And therevpon be ſends you this guod newes - 
Trat this ame very day,your enemies, 
The kindred of the Queene mull dic at Pomſtet. 
Hat ladced | am no mourncr for that newes, 
Becauſe th haue beene ſlill mine enemies: 
Bur that Ile give my voyce on Richards (ide, 
To barre iny maiſters heires in ttue diſcent, 
God knowes l will not do it to the death, 
Cv. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious minge. 
Haſt. But | ſhall laugh at this a ta eluc month hence, 
That they who brought me in my Maiſtets hate, 
I liuc to looke von their ttagedic: 
tell the Catesby. Ct. What mv Lord? 
H.. Ete a iortnight make me elder, 
He {cad ſome packing hat yet think e not on it. 
Car. Tisa vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard, and look e not for it. 
Haid. O monſtrous, monſtrous, and ſo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray: and ſo twill doo 
With ſome men ele, ho thinke themſe lues as lafe 
As thou, and [, whoas thou knowſ} are deare 
To princely Richard,and to Buckingham. 
Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 
Ha. I know they do, and | have well — 
Enter Lord Stacy. 
What my L. where is your Boare-ſpeare man? 
Feare you the Boare and goe ſo vnprouided? 
Stan. My L good morrow : good moto Catesby« 
You may ieſt on, but by the holy Roode, 
I do not like theſe ſeuerall councels l. 
Hf. My LI hold my life as deare a8 you do yours, 
And neuer in my life I do proteſt, | 
Was it mere precious to me then it is now, 
Thinke you but that Ik nor our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be ſo tryumphant as /am? 
Sta. The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from Londoa 
Were iocund, and ſuppoſde their (tates was (ure, 
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Andindeed had no cauſe to miftruſt : 
Fur yet you ſee how ſoone the day orecaſt, 
This ſudden [cab of raccor / miſdonbe 
Pray God, / ſay, / prouc a needleiſe coward, 
But come my L ſhall we to the Tower? 

H. I go: but (hay, heare you not the newes? 
Thu day thoſe men yeo talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then ſome that haue accuſde them weare their hat: 

Bur come my L let vs away, Exu L. Standley, + Ca. 

Ha. Go you before Ile follow preſently. 

Gier Hug « Pf. 

H. well met Haſliugs, how goes the world with thee? 
Pwr. The bettet that it pleaſe your good Lordihip to ask. 
Taft. tell thee fellow,ns better with me now, 

Then when / met tic laſſ where now we meete: 

Then was / goung priſe 17 to the Tower, 

By che ſugge ho of tue Queenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it tothy ſelſe) 

This day thoſe enemies ate put to death, 

And i in better (tate then euer l was. 
Fer. Ged hold it to your Honours good content. 
Haft. Gramercy Halltings, hold ſpend thou that. 

He g= bum bus parſe. 
Pur. God ſaue your Lordſhip, Exit. Par. Exter a Prieff. 

Haf. What ſir [ohn,you are well met: 

I am beholding to you for your laſt dayes execiſe: 
Come the next Sabboth,aad l will content you. He whrſperrs 
Fer Buckineham. ( in ce. 
Buc. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriends#t Pomfretthey do need the Prieſt. (prie(t? 
Your Honour hath no ſhriving worke in hand. 

Haff. Good faith, and when / inet this holy man, 
Thoſe men yo! ralke of, came into my minde: 
What, go you to the Tower mv Lord? 

Fac. I do, but long [hall not (lay, 

Ifhall retarne before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haft. Tis like enough, for / ſtay dinner there. 
Buc. Aud (upper too, although thou knowllt it not: 
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be — 2 with the Lord Rivers, 
, nnd /anghan, priſencrs. 
ee the priſoners. 
Bis, Sir Richard Rutliffe , let me tell che this: 
To day ſhalt tliou behold a lubic cd die, 
Fer truth, for dutie and for — 3 
God he prince from all the pack of you: 
A ke —5 — blood luckets. 
O Fomfret, Pomfrec. Oh thou bloudie priſon, 
and om mio to nobleFceres : 
Wichin the of thy walley 
here was hackt to death: 
And ſhunderto thy diſmall ſoule, 
wege oor guiltletſe h ouds to drinke. 
«7. Now u ſalne vpon out heads, 
For tain by, when Richard ſtabd her ſonne. 
cutſt the Haſtin go, then curſt the Buckingham, 
Then ſhe Richard. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayers fot them as bo for vs, 
And For ing filter, cod — 
—— a, 
Which as thou knoweſt vniuſtly muſt be 
Rat, Come, como, diſp itch, the limit — your lives is out. 
Rus. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 
And | take our leaue, vntill we mcete in heaven, E xeant. 
Enter the Lordito comnſcll, 
45 My Lords at once, the cauſe why we are met, 
Ito determine of the coronation. 
In Gods name ſay , when is this royall day? 
Arc. Are all things fitting for that toyall time ? 
Dar. It is, and tet but nominstion. 
B.. To motrou then, I gueſſes happie time. 
Buc. Whoknowes the Lord Protectors minde herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the noble Duke? ( his mind, 
Fi Why you my Lo: methinks you ſhould ſooneſt know 
Bac. Who I my Lord ? we kros each others faces: 
Nut for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 
Thenl of yours :nor [to more of his,clicn you of mine, 
Lord 


Lord Haſtings, you 80d he arencare in Jour, 
Hat. Ithanke his grace . know he loucs me well: 
gut fur h is pupoſe in the coronation 
haue not lounded him nor he delivered 
His graccs pleafure any way therein : 
But you my L. may name the ticne, 
And in the Lukes behalte ile giue my voice, 
Whieh /prcluce he vill take in gentle part. 
f Now in good time here comes the Duke him ſelſe. 
Emer Gloſter. 
G18. My noble L and couſens all good morrow, 
Ih. ue bene long a ſlec per, but now I hope 
My abfence Joth negie no great deſignes, 
Which by my preſence might baue bene concluded. 
Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L. Haſtings had now pronounſt your part: 
1 meanc yuur voice for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Then my L. Haſlings, no man might be bolder, 
His Lotdſhip knowes me well and logcs me well. 
Haft. 1 thanke your grace. 
Glo. My Lord of Elie. 
Jb. My Lord. 
6 When [was it in Holborne, 
Iſawe good ftrawberries in your garden there, 
do beſeech you ſend for ſome oſ them. 
b. I goe my Lord. 
Gt. Cculcy Buckingham word with you: 
Catesby hath ſounded Haſtings in our bulineiſe, 
And findet the teſty gentleman ſo bore, 
As he will looſe his he ad are giue conſent, 
H:s maillcrs ſonne as worſhipfull he termes it, 
Shall ſooſe the rovaltie of Englands throanc. 
Bunce Wk draw you hence my L/ le folluw you. Ex- Cle. 
Dar Fe haue not yet ſet downe this day of triumph, 
To morro in mine pon is too ſoone: 
F-r / my lcſte am not fo u ell provided, 
As <tc { #Ouid be werethe day proionged. 
Fees the ibn of E Ne. ( berries, 
Bu hete is my L. Protector « haue ſent for the lc fNiraw- 
G. HA, 
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ni HisGrace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, 
| Theres ſome conceit ot other likes him v cell, 
Wer he dutb 2 


Ithinketha re is ta man in Chriſtendome, 
That can leiſæi hide his loue or hate then he: 
For by his face ſtraiaht ſhall you know his heart. 
Nar. What of his heart preceiue vou in his face, 
By any likelihood he ſhewed today? a 
N Hack. Mary , that with no man here he is offended · 
For it hewere,, he would have ſhewen it in his face, 
Def Pray God he be not, / y. 
Emer Gleſt. 7. 
Cle. I pray vou all, hat do they deſerue 
That do conſpire my death with diue lliſn plots, 
Of damned witchcraft , and that haue prevaild 
pon my bodie with their helliſh charmes ? 
Haſl. The tender love / beate your Grgce my Lord, 
Mikes me moſt forward in this noble preſence, 
To doome the offenders vhatſocuer they be: 
hay my Lord they haue deſerued death. 
G's. Then be your eyes the vitneſſc of this ill, 
Sce how Jam bes itcht, behald mine atme 
Js like a blaſſeꝗ ſapling withered vp. 
Tis is that Edwards wife , that monſtrous witch : 
Conſosted with that harlot flrumpet Shore, 
That by thcir wichcrafts thus haue marked me. 
Hi. If they haue done this thing my gr. tious Lord. 
Gs. It thou proteRorof this damned (trumpet, ' 
relſt thou me ot itfzs ?chou art a traitor, 
OF with lus heal. Now by Saint Paul, 
not dine today [fweare, 
null Iſee the ſame ſome {ce t done: 
Tue teſt that loue me, came and tollow me. Fremmt et 
Z. gu for Enrpland rot aulnt ter me: Ca. Hig. 
F7 {200 md might hate prevente this : 
dean c did drcame the boare did race his helme, 
B 7 Ciliaingd it, and did ſcotac to flie. 
Fes to day my fonteclotn hore did fun ble, 
ud, vhen he lookt vp the Torr, 
A 
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| od ſRichardthe third. 
Ii loch to beare me egrhe darghuct- houſe. 
Oh, nos lot ihe Fete ſt et Ipake to ine, 
I i6wrepe told the Furhuant, 
Az twer-” Gum phig 3 87 *t1Necnemicy, 
How t icy at fonntet bloodily were burcherd, 
Andi my chef curent grace and tauour : 
OY Margaret, Margaret nov thy heame curſe 
I; ighte don poore Hilhings wretci:cs head. 
Cn, Diſpateh my Lordgtic Doe V ula be at dinners 
Mac a ſhort ſhrifr he longotoler vuur he. 
Hat. O momentary thate of woridly men, 
nich se more hunt for, then tor the grace of heauen: 
Who bulds his hopes in aire of your ſate lookes, 
Liucs like a drunken Saylet on s mall, 
Reaiy with cuery nod to tumble downe 
lato the ſatall bow els of the deepe. 
Conc leade me to the blockgbeare him my heads, 
They [mile at me, that ſhortly ſhall be dead. Execute 
ter Duke of Gloſter and Buckingham in ar monr, 
C. Come colen,canſt thou quae & change thy colour ? 
Murtnet thy breath ia middle ot a word, 
And then tegin againe and ſtop againe, 
"Av it thou vert diſtraughtand mad wich terror. 
Jur. Tutfecare not me. 
leon counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
Speak e, and looke backe, and — oneuery ſide : 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſtly lookes 
Are at myte ce like iu forced liniles, - 
And both ceadic in their othces 
To grace my. [tratagems. Euter Muer, 
C. Here comes the Major. ' 
Buc. Let me lone to entertaine him. Lord Maioa 
% Locke to the dtas bridge there. ä 
vc The teaſon we haue (ent for you. Pp 
Glo, Catesby oucrlooke the wallcs, 
Z. Harxe,] heate a drutume. 
Glz, Looke backe, defend theeghere are enemies 
Buc. Cd and our innocencie defend vs. 
55. O, O, Se qulctiit is Catesby. 
G4 Enter 
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The and vnſuſ 
| man, that / muſt weepe: 


* 


Glo. — deate / lou d — 
Itooke hirh forthe plaineſt harmelefſe man, 
Thatbreathed vpon chis earth a Chriſtian: 

1 {oo ornach | = 
. —— my recorded 
| Tee ſecret thoughts : = 

| .So ſmowth he daub d his vice with he# of vertye, 

| Thathisapparantopen guilt omitted: 
| / meznehus with Shores wife, _ 
| He Lad from all attainger of ſuſpect. ( traltot 

Back Well, well, he was the coucrrſt ſheltred 
| liu'd ,would you haue imagined, 
Or almoſt beleeue, vert not by great preſeruation 

| Weliuerotellir you ? The ſubtile tranor 
| Had chis day plotted in the counſel] houſe, = 
| To murder me,and my good Lord of G:oceſter. 
| Afayor. What, had he (0? 
| . Gt. Wat chinke ye ve are Turks or Infidels, 
Or that ve would againſt the courſe of Lu, 

| Procecd thus taſhiy to the villaines death, 
| But that the extreaine perill of the caſe, 
The peace of England , and our perſons ſafetie 
abe vsto thigexecurion? 
Ad. Nowfare beta! youghe deferned his death, 
| And you y good L. hoch, haue well proceeded, 
To warne ſalſe traitors from the like attempt: 
1 never lookt for-better at his hands, 
Aſter he once fell in with Mrſtre(le Shore. 
Cho, Yet had not ve determined he ſhould die, 
hls Lordſhip came to (ee his death, 
hich now the longing haſte of rheſe our friends - 
was what againſt our meaning — 
— my Lcd, cc v#culd haue had you heard 
de trai: or ele, and timerouſly conteſſe 
The manner, aad the purpoſe of his treaſsn, 
Toa: you minglit well a hgaifed the ſame 


* 
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Vnto the Cittizens,who happily may 

M iſconſter vs in lum, and way le his death. 
Mea. My good L. your Graces word ſhall ſerue, 

As well as { had ſcene or heard hom ſpeake: 

And doubt yo not right noble Brinces both, 

But Ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 

Wich all your iuſt proceedings in this cauſe. 
Glo, And to that end we withe your Lordſhip 

To avoid the carping (enſures afthe world. (here, 
Bac, But lince you came tod late of our intents, 

Yet witnciTe what ve did incend,and fo my Lord adue. 
G. After aftes;Couſen Buckingham, Fe Aae. 

The Maior towards Guild-hall ries him i 

There at your meetſt aduantage of the ti me, 

Inferre the baſterdy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for ſaying he weu'd m- (e his ſonne 

Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his heœuſe, * 

Whicb by the ligne thereuſ was tearmed ſo. 

Moreouer,vrge his hatefull luxurie, 

And beflull- — changes ui luſi, 

Which ſtretched tothe ſeru ines, daugheers, 

Even where bis luſſſiull eye, ot Luage heart, 

Mu hout controll lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for t need thus ſarre come neere my 

Tell them,» hcn that my mother th child 

Of that vnſatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had vues in France, 

And by wlt compuration of the time, 

Found, that the iſſue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Bc ing nothing like the noble Duke my father z 

But touch this (paringly as it were farre off, 

Becauſe you know my Lord, my brother liues. 
Buc, Feate not, my Lord, lle play the Orator, 

As ifthe golden fee for which I pleade 

Were for my ſeiſe. = 
Gb. It youthrive well, bring them to BaynardsCaſtle, 

Whcrc you ſhall Ende me well accompanied 

6 ; With 
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muh reuerend fathers and well learned Biſhope. 


Roe. About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What newes Guild hall affordeth and ſo my Lord ſarwell. 
Si. Now vill I mto take ſumc priuie order (EN Ju. 
Todtas the Braty of Clarence out of light, 
Aud to gtue notice that vo manner of perſon 
At any time haue recourte v: 11 Princes. Fg. 
Fer $er1me mer 1 « 2 r in hs traxd. 
This is the Indictment of the good Lord Halltings, 
Which in aſei hand ſairely is en groll a, 
That it may he this day read ouet in Pauls : 
And marke how well the ſe que!l hangs together, 
Elcucn houres | ſpent to vt ue it ouer. 
For yeſternight by Catesby vit brought me, 
The preſident was fullas long a dooing, 
And yet within theſe five hovres hued Lord Haſtings, 
Vatarnted, vnexamined : free, at libertic: 
Here's a good world the while, #hy who's ſo groſſe 
That ſees nut this palpable deuice? 
—_ —— — ? be 
Bud is the world,and all vill cume to 
When ſuch bad dealing nun — col Exit, 
Enter Gloceſter at one df. Buckmy bam at anotber, 
. How now my Lord whar ſay the Cnizens? 
B. New by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The Citiaenet are mumme, and ſpeake not a word. 
Gle. Touche you the Ballardy of Edwards children ? 
Bac. I did:withthe inſatiace greedincile of his de lirc a, 
His tyranny for trifles: his os ne ballardy, 
A\ being got, your father then in France: 
hall 1 did inferre your lienaments, 
Being the righe Idea of your father, 
Both in one forme and nubleneile of minde ; 
L yd open all your vitories im Scotland: 
Your Diſcipline in warte, v in peace 
Your ITS — ; 
lacced left nothing hitting for che — 
vn ouchit ot iheghitiy handled in diſeourſe i 
And when wy Otatotie grew to end, 
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bad them chat loses thejs Countries g 
Cry. God ſaue Ri King, 
C. A und did they ſo | | 


Auc. No ſo God helpe me, 
gut like dumbe ſtatues or breathleiſe ſtones, 
Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale: 
nich vhen lſas l reprehended tnem: (lence ? 
A'1d askt the Mayor what meant this wilfull li- 
[1;s anfwere van, the people were not vont 
To be {poke too, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was vrgde torcil my talcagaine: 
Tis laith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 
But nothing ſpake in warrant from himſelfe: 
When he had done, lome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end ofthe hall, hurled yp their caps, 
And ſome ten voyces eryed, God ſaue King Richard: 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 
This generall applauſe and louing ſhoute, 
Argucs your wiſedome and your loues to Richard: 
And ſo biake off and came away. 
Gle. What tongueleſſe blocks were they, vould they not 
Bac. No by my troth my Lord. (ſpeake? 
Gle. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come? 
Buc. The Maior is heere: and intend ſome fearc, 
Be not ſpoken withall,but wich mightic ſute: 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 
And (tand betwixt to Church-men good my Lord, 
For on that ground Ile build a holy deſcant : 
Be not calic wonne to out requeſt : 
Play the maydes part, ſay ho, but take it. 
Glo. Feare not me, iſ thou ca ſt pleade 28 well for them, 
A3 I can lay nay to thee for my (cite, 
No doubt weele bring it to a happy iſſue. 
Bec. You thal ſee what! can do. get you vp to the leads, Fr, 
Now my Lord Miyor,l dance attrudmce hte, 
| chinke the Duke will nut be favken withall. Ser Ce. 
Here comes his ſeruant: how cow Catesby, aH e he? 
Cat. My Lord he Goth entreat your Gra.c 
To vun him to morrow,ur next day: 


_— — — 
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| He is within with two reverend Fathers, 
Diuinely bent to meditation, 
| And in no worldly ſute would he be mou d, 
To draw him from his holy exetciſe. 
| Fac. Returne good Catesby tuthy Lord again, 
Tell him my ſelſe the Maior and Citizens, 
deſignes and matters of great moment, 
No leſſe importing then our generali good, 
Are come to haue ſome cõercnec with his grace. 
Ce. le tell him fiat ou ny my Lord. Fit. 
Kar. Aha my Lord, tlus prince is not an Edward: 
He is not lulling on a leu day bed, 
But on his kHeet a meditation. 
Not dallying with a brace of Curtiz ans, 
But meditating with two deepc Divines : 
Not ſleepiag to ingroſſe his idle body 
But praying to inrich his watchfull ſoule, 
Happy were England, would this 
Tałe on himſelſe the ſoueraigutie thereon, 
Bur ſure feare we ſhall ncuet winne him to it. 
Adas, Mazry God forbid his grace ſhould ſay vs nay. 
Emer Cate 
Bac. I feare he vill. how now Catesby, 
What ſayes your Lord? 
Cart. My Lord he wonders to what end you haue aſſembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to ſpeake with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereof before: 
My Lord, he feares you meane no good to him. 
Bac. Sory | am my noble coulcn ſhould 
Suſpect me that I meaneno good to him. 
By heaven I come in perteſt loue to him, | 
And ſo once more returne and tell his grace: E Cue 
When Hol and deunur religious men, | 
Are at their bead tis hard to draw them hence, 
doſeect it zalous contemplation. 
Emer die two Biſhops aloft. 
Af nor, See where he (hands betwrene two Ch egen. 
Pur, Two props of vertue for a Chnitian Priace: 
To itay him from the fall of vanitic, 
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Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable cares to my requeſt, 
And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy Jeugrion and right Chriſlian zcale. 
Gio. My Lord, the- e need no ſuch apologie, 
| rather do beſecch you pardon me, 
M ho cat neſt ia the ſetuice of mv ved, 
Neglect the viiitation of try friends: 
But Icauing this, what is your Graces pleaſure? 
Hoc. Euen that! hope whick plealerh God aboue, 
And ali good men of this vagouernd lle. 
Cu do ſuſpect, I haue done ſome offence, 
That ſceme diſgracious in the Cities eyes, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Zac. You haue my Lord : would it pleaſe your Grace 
At our entteaties to amend that fault. J 
Gle. Elſe wherfore breath I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buc. Then know it is your fault that you reſigne 
The ſupreame Seate, the Throne maie ſlicall, 
The Sceptred othce of your Aunceſtors, 
The lineall glory of your royall Houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſht ſtocke: 
Whileſt in the mildeneſſe of your ſlee pie thoughts. 
Which here we waken ta your Countryes good: 
This noble lle doth want his proper limbes, 
Her face defac't with ſcars of infamic, 
And almolt ſhouldred in this ſwallowing gulph, 
Of blind for getfulneiſe and darke obliuion: 
Which to recure we heartily ſolicite 
Your Gracious ſelſe to take on youthe ſoucraigntiethereof, 
Not as Prutector, Stweward, Subſtitute, 
Nor low!y Factor for an others gaine ? 
But as ſucceſſiuely from blood to blood, 
Vour tight of birth, your Emperie,your one: 
For this conſor ed with the Cit ens, 
Your vor ſſupiuil and very loving freinds, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this ſuſt ſure come I to moue your Grace. 
H G.. 
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Vnmeritable thunnes your high tequeſi, 

Fir{Þ if all obltacles were cut away, 

And that my path a ete cuca to the crowne, 

As my right reucnew aud Cue by birth, 

Vet ſo much is my pouctuc of (pirit, 

So mightie and fo wany wy detects, 

A3 ! had ta het hide m from niy greatactle, 

Being a ue to brooke no mightic ſea, 

Tuca my greatrcilc couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory ſmotheeed: 

Eat God be tank ed theres no need for me, 

And much | need to helps you it aced wete, 

The toy all tree liath left vs toyall Fruite, 

Wrich melloyed by the ttealing houres of times. 

W1! well become the {cate of hie ſlieʒ 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

Oa him l liy what you would lay on me: 

The right and fortune of his happie (tarees, 

Which Go4 defend chat Libould wring from him. 
Ec. My Lord, this argues conſcierc: in your gr: er, 

But che re/peAsthereot are nice and triuvuall, 

All circum ſtances well conſideted. 

You ſay that Edward is your brothers ſonne, 

do fay we too, but not by Ede ards wite : 

For firſt he wag coi tract to Lady Lucy, 


Your mother bues , a vnc lic to that vow, 


and afterward by ſubſtuute betrothed 

To Henn, (lifter tothe king of France, 

Theſe t oth put by a poore petitionct, 

Acare- ctaꝝz 1 mother of many children, 

A beauty - waining and d Itceiſed wiilows, 

Even in the afternoons ot het bei} daves, 

Me priſe and pure hale ot his luſl full eye, 
dedue t che pitch and height of all his thought?, 


oſRichard thethiid. 
To biſe declenſion/and los hd bigamic 
hy her in bis volaw full bed he get, 
Tus Edward, whom our maners terme the prices 
More birterly could I exputtulare, 
Se that tor reurence to fore aliue 
Fe nus 4 { Dating unt tomy tongue: 
nen yood ny Lord, take to your toy All (cile, 
This pre #- red benc tit of drguutic ? 
IF 1304 £69 bletle \ sad thc land withy! I. 
Yet to dray out Your toy Hocke. 
From the cortuption of zbuttng tice, 
Vit a limnealharuc denucd —_ 


Hu. Do poo 4my Lord, vour citizens entreat you. 


C. O make them wytu'll, grant their las full ſute. 
C/o, Alu, why would you heapetholc cares on me, 
1 am vr ft fog Rate and dignitic: 
do be ſcech you take it not amitle, 
Lcannot, nor I vul not y celd to you. 
5c. lt you te ſulſe it as in loue and zcale, 
Loth to de poſe the thilde your brothers ſo nue, 
As well we know your tebderneſſe of heart, 
And gentle kind cffemjnate remorſe, 
Which we hane noted in youto your kin, 
Aud cgally indced to all eſtates, < 
Vet wherher you acceptour ſure or no, 
Your be. " hers ſonne ſhall neuer raigne our king, 
But wen! plant ſome other in the throne, 
To the difgrace and downfall of your hœuic: 
And in this teſolution here weleaue you, 
Come Citizens,zounds Ile intreat no more. 
Ch. O do not (weare my Lord of Buckingham. 
Cat, Call them again, my L. and accept their (ute. 
Ano. Do,good my Lord, lca(l all the land do rew it. 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of carc 
Well, call chem again, I am not made of ſtones, 
But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
Albeit again(} my conſcience and my foule, 
Coſcnof Buckingham, nd you ſage grauemen, 
H 2 
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Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 
I muſt haue pacience to endure the loade, 

Bur if blacke ſcandale or ſo foule fac't reproach 


Attend the ſequell of er impoſition, 


Your meere inſorcement ſhall acquittance me- 
From all the impure nd ſtaines thereof, 
For God he knowes , and you may partly (ce, 
How farre I am from the delire thereof 
At God bleſſe your Grace, ve (ee it, and will Gay it. 
Gle. In ſaying ſo you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Fac. Then l ſalute you with this kingly Title : 
Long live King Aich, Englands royall King. 
A. Amen. 
Buc. To morrow will it pleaſe you to be crown'd? 
Ca Even when you v ul. ince you will haue it ſo. 
Buc. To motto then we will attend your Grace. 
Glo. Come et vs to out holy taske againe : 
Farewell good Couſen, farewell gemſe freinds. Excunt. 
Enter rene mother, Dutcheſſe of Norte, A lar. 
Dorſet at one dee, Dutche([e of Glaceſter 
A another doore. 
Det. Who meets vs heere,my Neece Plantagenet / 
A. Siſter well met,whithcr away ſo fall? 
Ort. Ge No farther then the Tower, and as ! gueſſe, 
Vpon the lixe deuotion as your ſelues, 
To gratulate the tender Princes there. 
2s. Kind lifter thanks, weele enter all togither. 
Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 
And ia good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
M. Licutenant,pray you by your leaue, 
iow taces the Prince? | 
Le. Well Madam, and in health:but by your leaw.., 
| may not ſuffer you to vilit him, 
The King hath ſtraightly charged the contrary. 
2%. The King? shy, ho that? 
Len. [| cry you mercie,/ meane the Lord Protector 
A. The Lord protect him from that King!y tithe: 


Hath he (et bounds betwixt their loue and me: 
; [am 
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I ama their mother. vho ſhould keepe me from them: 
I 8m their father, mother, and wili ſer them. 
De Their Aunt [am in law,in loue their mothier : 
Then feare notthou. /le beare thy blame, 
And take thy « ffice from thee on my perill. 
Lo beſcech your Graces all to pardon me: 
am bound by bath, / may not do it. 
Emer Lord Standly, 
gran. Let me but mette you Lalies at an houre hence, 
And lle lluic your Gra. e of Yorke,as mother: I. 
and rcucrent looker on, ot two taire Queenes. 
Come Madam, you mull go with me to Weſtminſter. 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queene. 
2». O cut my lace in ſunder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome ſcope to beate, or elſe l ſound 
With this dead liking newes. 
Dor. Madame, haue cemfort,how fares your Grace 2 
A O Dorſet.ſpeake notto me, get thee hence, 
Death and deſtruction dogge thee at the heeles, 
Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 
It thou vilt outſtrip death, goe croſſe the (cas, 
And line with Richmond, rom the reach of hell, 
Goe hie tliee, hie tec from this (laughter houſe, 
Leaſt thou increate the number of the dead, 
And make me die the chrall of Margarets curic, 
Nor mothcr,wite,nor Englands counted Queene, 
Stan, Full of wife care istſus your cou. ell Madam, 
Take all the litt auua.itage ot thetime, 
You hall haue letters tam me to my ſonne, 
To mecte you ou the uay und welcome you, 
Bc not taken tat die, by vnwile delav. 
Dat Tor. Oil! dilpearſing dc of milerie, 
O my accurlesd wombe-the bed of death, 
A Cocatrice hait thou hatcht to the world, 
Whole voauovded eve is murtherous. 
Stir. Come Madan, in all haſte was ſent for, 
Duch. And iin al: vawiilinpetle will goe, 
I would to Cod that the ide cv *7gc 
Of golden mettall that mai round my browe, 
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— 
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Were ded hotte ſlexle to ſeare me to the hraine, 
Annoynted let me with deadly poyſon, 
And die ere men can ſay, God laue the Queene, 
Alas poore ſoule, cu not thy glory, 


IJ icede my humor, wiſhtiiy tete no harme, 


Du. Os. No hei he that is my husband now, 
Cimce to me as | foilowed Hevrics cour te, 
Whenfſcoairicc the blood vas iciinliitiroy is hens 
Wiach iſſud from my or: <1 a vet bu bing, 
And that dead faine, which ilicy | wee ping followed, 
O,whci 1 y, ekt on Richors face, 

This was my wiſh,be thou quo 1 accurt}, 

For muking meſo yong, fo oid a widow 

And » hentheu ved, ler ſ row haunt thy bed, 
And keihy vie any be ftr badde 7 
As mile table by the death of thee, 
As thou haſt made me by y deare Lords death, 
Loe euen leau repate this canſe ayaine, 
Even in ſo ſhort a ſpace, my womans heart 

Crolly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prou'd the ſubie Qs f my vwne ſoules curſe, 
Which euet finet hath kept my cyesfrom ſtcepe, 
For neuer yetzone houte in hisbed, * 

Hauc | enioyed the golden dea of ſleepe, 

Bur haue bene waked by hiytrmerous dreames, 


Beſides, he hates me for mFfather Warwicke, 


And will ſhorrly be ridof me. 
2x. Alas poote ſoule, l pittie thy complaints. 
Dat. Glo. No more thẽ from my ſoule I mourne for yours, 
A. Fateuell. thou wofull welcomer of glorie, 
[)at.3/o. Adue poore foule;tiou takſſ thy leave of it. 
Dx Ter. Co thou to Richm6d,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard,and good Angels guard thee, 
Go thou to ſan ctuarie, good thoughts peſſeſſe thee, 
to wy grave where peace and reft lie with me, 
Eigiitic olde yeares of forrow nue | ſcenc, 
And each houres ioy wrackt with a wee ke of tence. 


of Richard the third. 
The T rune 15 ſound, Euter Riberd crowned, Bucky 


hams, Careuby nit nber Nobles, 
X:=7. Stand all apart. Coſen of Buckingham, | 
G. de te :hy hands [eres be a. ndeth his 
Thus high by thy aduice | i hrone 


And the alliitance is King Richard (cated : 
But hill! we weare thele honours for a day ? 
Or hall they laſt, and we teioyce in them: 
Bac. Still luc they, and tot ever may they laſt. 
Kin. Ri. O Buckingham,pow do play the touch, 
To tiie if thou be currant gold indeed: 
Yong Edward hues: :hinke now what I ld. 
Bc. Sion my gratious{ourraigne. 
K mag. Why Bock ingham, Illy t would be King. 
Buc, Why fo youate my chrice renowmed liege. 
kg. Ha: ml King? os w, ut Edward liues. 
Far. True noble Prince. 
Xing, O bitter coalequence, 
That ward ill ould live true noble Prince. 
Coſen, thou vert not vont to be ſo dull: 
Shall I be plane? I wiſh the baſtards dead, 
And [ would haue it ſuddenly perfarmde, 
What ſaiſt thou: ſpeake ſuddenly, be briefe. 
Zr Your Grace may da your pleaſure. 
Niue. Tut, tut, thou art all — y kindneiſe freezeth, 
Say;hauc I thy conſent that they (hall die ? 
duc. Giye me (ome breath, ſome litle pauſe my Lord, 
Before | politiuely ſpeake herein; 
vill reſolue vour Grace immediatly. 
Cat. The King is angry, ſec, he hites the lip. 
Kine. | will conuetſe with iron witted fooles, 
And vnrefpettiuc boyes, none are for me 
That look< into me with contideratecyes: 
Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumſpect. 
Loy. Lord. 
Kir7, Know thou not any whom corrupting gold 


Would 
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Would tempt vnto a cloſe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord,! know a diſconterted Gentleman, 
Mioſe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Gold were az gnod as twent, - N:ators, 
and ul no doubt tempt li to any thing, 

Ring. Whatiz his name / 

Bez. His name mv Lor 5 T.rrell, 

Kg. Goc call him hich proetently. 

Th:- aeeperevoiuing se Buckingham, 
4 No nm. all be then hr to my counſel, 
| Hith es lung held out u me vnorde, 
And ſtops he nos for breath? 
J Fme- Darby. 
How now,what newes with vou? 
| Dar My Lord, I heare the Marqueſſe Dreſet 
le fled to Richmond,inthcle parts beyond the ſeas where 
he abidea. 
Kung. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad | 
That Anne my wifeis licke and like to die, 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe: 
Enquire me out ſome meane borne Gentleman, 
Whom will marry ſirai gu to Clarence daughter, 
The boy is ſooliſh.and 1 not him: 
Looke how thou dreamſt: I lay againe, giue out 
That Anre my viſe is ſicke and like to die. 
About it, for it ſtands me much vpon. 
To ſtop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 
I mult be marticd o my brothers daughter, 
Orelſe my kingdome ſtands on brittle glaſſe, 
Murther her brothers,1nd then marry her, 
Vacertainc way of gaine, but I am in 
So ſarre in blood, that (in plucke on ſin, 
Teare falling pittie d wels not in thu cye. 

| Enter Tirrel, 

Is thy name Tirrell? 

Tir, lames Tirrel,and your molt obedicut ſubiect. 


Aung tt thou iadecd? 


r 
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Tir. Proue me my gracieus ſaueraigne. 
K:ins. Darſt thou reſolue to kill a friend of mine? 
Tir. | my Lord, but I had rather kill two dee pe enemies 
King, u by there thou haſt it, two deepeenemicy, 
Focs tu my teſt, and my ſueete ſleepes dilturbs, 
Are they that | would haue thee deale v pon: 
Tirre!, / meane the baſtards in the Tower. 
Tir, Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 
And ſoone ſle tid you from the feate ot them. 


cu Thoulinglt ſweete muſicke. Come hither Tirrill. 
Go by chat token, tile and lend thine care, He whiſpers in h 
Tis no more but lo, lay it is doe (cure 


And I will loue thee, and pteſete thee too. 
Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord, 
King. Shall ye heare from thee Tirrel, ere we ſlee pe 
Enter Buckingham. 
Tir. Ye ſhall my Lord. 
Bac. My Lord, / haue conſidered in my mind, 
The late de maund that you did ſound me in. 
King. Well, let that Paile , Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Fc. / heare that newes my Lord. 
King. Stanly he is your wives ſonne: Mel looke too it. 
Bac. My Lord, [claime your giſt, may due by promulc, 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
The Earledome of Herford and the moucablcs, 
The which you promiſed / ſhould pollcile. 
Kung. Stanly looks to your wifc, if ſhe conucy 
Letters to Richmogd you ſhall aofwere it. 
Bec. What ſayes your highneile to my iuſt demaund? 
King. Asl remember, ſemy the ſixt 
Did propheſie that Richmond ſhould be king, 
nen Richmond was a little pecuiſh boy) 
A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 
K ing. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, / being bv, that /ſhould kill him. 
Buck My Lord, your promile for the Earldome. 
Kang. Richmond, when laſt / was at Excter, 


The Maiot in curtclic ſhewed me the Callie, 
I And 
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And called it Ruge · mount, at which name I flarted, 
Becauſe a Bard of /reland told me once 
1ſhould not live long after {ſaw Richmond. | | 
Buc, My Lord. 
King. I, whats a clocke? | 8 
Bec. [am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promiſde me. 
King, ell, but whats a clocke? 
Buc, pon the (trokg of ten 
X. g. Well, let it ſtrike. 
Bac. Why let it ſtrike? a 
King. Be cauſe that like a lacke thou keepſt the ſtroke 
Bete ixt thy begging and my meditation, 
I ain not in the giuing vaine to day. 
Bar. Why then teſolue me whether you will or no? 
. Tur, tut, thou treubleft me, / am not in the vaine. F. 
Bac. Is it euen ſo rewards he my true ſeruice 
With ſuch deepe contempt, made / him king for this ? 
O let me thinke on Haſtings, and begone 
To Brecnack, while my ſearefull head is on. Exw. 
Enter Sir FramevtTirrell. 
Tir. Thetyr annous and bloudie deed is done, 
The moſt arch-aR of pitteous mallacre, 
That cuer yet this land was guiltie of, 
Dighton a::d Forreſt whom / did ſubborne 
To dothisruchſull peece of butchery, 
Although they were fle ſht villains, bloudy dogs, 
Melting with tendernetleand kind compaſſion, 
Weptlike two children in their deaths (ad ſtories: 
Loe thus quoth Dighton laie thoſe tender babes, 
Thus thus quoth Forrelt girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaſter armes, 
Their lips like foute ted Roſes on a ſtalke, 
Which in theit ſommet beautie kiſt each other, 
A bookeof praiers on — pillow laie, 
Which once quoth Forreſt almoſt changd my miadc, 
But O the l the villaine 3 — 
Whilſt Dighton thus told on we ſmothered 


The 


. 


of Richard the third. 


The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation cuer he framde, 

They could not ſpeake, and ſo / left them both, 

To bring this eydings to the bloudy king. 

Enter bing Richard, 

And here he comes. All haile my ſouetaigne liege. 
K:+5, Kid Tirrell,am / happie in thy newes ? 
7. it to haue donc the thing you gaue in charge 

Regety cur happiueſſe, be happie then, 

For it u done my Lord. 

Aug. But did ſt thou ce then dead? 

Jr. [did my Lord. 

Kirg And butied gentle Terrell? 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried thicn 

But how or in hat place /co nut know, 

King. Come to me Tirrcll ſoone at after ſupper, 
And thou fhalt tell the ptroce ile of their death, 
Meane time but thinke how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy deſire. Ex T wn els. 

Farewell till ſoone. 

The ſonne of Clarence haue / pent vp cloſe, 

His daughter meanly haue | mateht in marriage, 

The ſonnes of Edward ſleepe in Abrahams bolome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for | know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 

At yorg Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goea iolly thriving wooer. Enter Caterby. 

Cat. My Lord. 
King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeſt in ſo bluntly? 
Car. Bad newes my Lord, Ey is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 

ts in the field,and (till his power enereaſeth 

Kms. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his teſh levied army: 

Come, / haue heard that fearfull commenting, 

Is leaden ſeruitot to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and inaile· pac t beggery, a 
I 2 Then 
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Then erie expedition be my wings, 
loue, Mercurie and Herald for a king. 
| Come muſter men my counſaile is my hield, 
1 We mult be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Feu. 


Futer Dneene Margaret ſola, 


| 

2 Mw. So nos proſperitie begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in theſe confines ſlilie have l lurke, 

To watch the waining of mine aduerſaties: 

| A dire induction am I witneile too, 

| And will to France, hoping the conſequence 

| Will proue as bittet, blacke,and tragicall, 
Withdraw thee wterched Margaret, who comes here. 


Eurer the Dncene , and the Datcheſſe of Torky. 


| 2. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes) 
| My vnblowne ra, new appearing (weets, 
It yer your gentle ſoules flie in the aire, 
| Aud be rot hxtin doome perpetuall, 
| Hover about me with your aicric wings, 
\ And heate your mothers lamentation. 
2s. Ma. Hoveraboot her, ſay that right for right 
' Hath dimd your inſ int morne,to aged night, 
| A. Wilt thou O God, flie from ſuch gentle lambes, 
| And throw them in the intra les of the wolfe: 
Hen did(t thou ſlcepe,whenſuch a deed was done ? 
Aar. When holy Aan, dide, and my ſweet ſonne. 
Deich. Blind hight , dead life , poore murtall living ghoſt, 
Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame,graucs due by life vſurpt, 
Reſt they vorcit on Englands lawfull earth, 
Valewfully made drunke with innocents blood. 
. O that thou wonldſt as well atfoord a grave, 
As thou ca"lt yeeld a melancholy ſeate, 
Tren would / hide my bones, it ref them here 
O who hath any cauſe to mournobut /- 
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De. So many miſcricshaue craz'd my voice 
That my voc · wesried tongue is mute & dumbe, 
Edward Plantagenent,wh y art thou dead ? 

9. te. Wauncient ſorrow be melt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of ſignorie, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 
If ſorrow can admit ſocietie, 

Tell oucr your woes againe by viewing mine: 
I taJ an Edward,till a Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kd him. 

Thou hadſt an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 
Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kid him. 

Det. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him: 
I had a Rutland too, and thou holpſt to kill him. 

2. Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crepe, 
A bell- hound that doth hunt vs ul to death, 
That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worric lambes,and lap their gentle bloods, 
That toule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let looſe o chaſe vs to our graves, 
O vpright iuſt, and true diſpoſing God, 

How dol thanke thee, that this carnall curre 
Praies on the iſſue of his mothers bodie, 

and makes her puc-fcllow with others mone. 

Dat. O,. Harries wife,triumph not in my woes, 

od u itne iſe with me, l haue wept for thee. 

BD. Mar Bearwith me, lam hungry for revenge, 
And now Icloic me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward,he is dead, that ſtabd mv Edward, 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 
Yong Yorkeghe is but boote, becauſe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loſſe: 

Thy Clarerce he is dead, that Kd m Edward, 
And the beholdets of this tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haſtings Rivers, Vaugham, Gray, 
Vntiaiely ſmothred in their duskic graves, 


Richard yet liues, hels blacke intelugencet, 
13 Onely 
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Onely teſerued their ſactor to buy ules, 

And ſend them thither,but at hand at hand, 

Enſucs his pitteous, and vnp ttied end, 

Earth ge l burnes, ends roare, Saints pray, | 
To haue him ſuddenly conueyed away. | 
Cancell his bond of lifedearc God | pray, 

That I may live to ſay, the dog is dead. 

AO thou diaſt prophecie the time would come 
That / ſhould with for thee to heipe me curifh 
That botteld ſpider, that fouie hunch hackt toade. 
2. Mar. I cald thee then, vac fl. uriſh of my fortune. 

I cald thee then poore ſliadox · painted Queene, 
The preſentation ol, but hat / was, 

The flattering index of a direſuſ pageant, 

One heau d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two (weert babes. 

A dreame of which thou vert, breath, bubble, 

A ſigne of dignitic,a gariſh flagge, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous ſhot, 

A Queene in iealt,onely to hill the (ceane ; 

Where is thy husband now,where be thy brothers: 
Where be thy children, wherein doeſt thou ioy ? 
Who (ucs to thee and cries God ſaue the ? 
Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee : 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 
Decline all this,and (ce w hat now thou art, 

For happy viſe, a moſt diſtteiſed widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name: 

For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care: 

For one being ſued too, one that humbly ſues: 
| For one commaunding all, obeyed of none: 
For one that ſcernd at me,now ſcornd of me. 
| Thus hath the courſe of iuſtice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

| Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 
To torture thee the more,being what thou arr. 
Thou did(t vſurpe my place, and doeſt thou not 
| vſurpe the iult proportion of my (orrow ? 


— * 
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Nos thy proud necke, beares halſe my burthened yoke, 
From which , euen here,l (Ip my weary neche, 
And leaue the burthen of it all on ther: 
farewell Yorkes wite,and{Queene of (ad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh wocs,will make me fmile in France. 
2s, O thou well skild in curſes, (tey a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 
2. Mar. Forbeare to ſlecp the night, and ſaſt the day, 
Compare dead happinetle with ſiuing woe, 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 
And he that ſlew them fowler then he is: 
gettring thy loſſe makes the bad cauſer worſe, 
Reuoluingthis-will teach thee how to curſe. 
A My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
2. Me. Thy woes wil make therm ſharp& pierce like mine. 
Der. Why ſhould calamitic be full of words? Exit, Aer. 
Ds. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 
Aietie ſucceeders of inteſtate ioyes, 
Poore breathing erators of miſcrics, 
Let them haue ſcope, though what they do impart 
Helpe not at all, yet do they caſe the heart. 
De. lf ſo, then be not toong · tide, goe with m 
And in the breath of bitter words, lets ſmother 
My damned ſonne,which thy two ſonnes ſmothred: 
I hearc his drum, be copious in exclaimes. 


Euer King Richard marching with Drummes 
and Trumpets. 


K ting, Who intercepts my expedition? 

Det. A ſhe, that might haue intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
From all the (laughter wretch,that thou haſt done. 

Ln. Hit thou that forehead with a golden crow ne, 
Where ſhould be grauen, it that right were right, 
The (laughter ofthe Prince that ode that crowne, 
And the dire death of my two ſonnes, and brothers : 
Tell me thou villaine (lauc,where are may children: 


Det. 
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Dat. Thou tode, thou tode,where is thy brother Clar&ce ? 
And litle Ned Plantaget, his ſonne? 
D. Where 1s kind Hiſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray? 
King. A flouriſn trumpetsultike alarum drummes, 
Let not the heauens heare thele tel-rale women 
Rule onthe Lords annointed. Strike [ lay, The trwwpets 
þ'1t2er be p.ticnt,and inttent me faite, bund, 
Ot with che cla. norous teh tutte, 
Thus will drowne your exclimations, 
Dat. Art thouſny tonne ? 
Kg. I, Ithanke God, my father and your ſelfe. 
Das. T en patiently heare my impatience. 
K:ng. Madamel have a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brooke the +<cent of reproofe, 
Dat. I will be milde and gentle in my ſpeech. 
King. And bricte good mother,for L am ia ha(te. 
Dat. Art thouſo haſtic haue ſtaid for thee, 
God knowes in anguiſh,p ine and agonie. 
King, And came l not at laſt to comſott you ? 
Dat. No by the holy toode thou knowſt ut well, 
Thou camſt on earth, to make the earth my hell: 
A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 
Techie and vaiuard wa thy infancie, 
Thy (choole-daies ſrighitfull, deſperate , wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmd, proud, ſubtil, bloudie, ttecherous, 
# hat comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
That ever grac't me inthy companic ? 
x. Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace 
To breakeſaſt once forth of my companie: 
Ifit be ſo gratious in your light, 
Let me match on. and not offend your grace. 
Dat. O hcare me ſpeake, ſor I ſhall neuet (ee thee more. 
King. Come,come,youare too bitter. 
Dm. Either thou wilt dic by Gods iuſt ordinance, 
Ere from this warre thou turne aconqueror, 
Or 1 with grieſe and extreame age ſhall periſh, 
And neuer looke vpon thy tace againe: 
Therefore take with thee my molt heauie curſe, . 
Which 
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Which inthe day of battell tire thee more 

Then all the compleat armour that thou wear (?, 

M/ praiers on the aduetſe partie 6ght, 

And there the litle ſoules of Edwards children 

Whiſper the (pirits of tiune enemies, 

Aad promiſe them ſucce ile an | vicory, 

ZB 2udic thcu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ſerues thy lite, aud deli thy death attend. Fre. 
2s. Though far more caulc,yct much leilc ſpirit to curle 

Abides in me, | lay Amen toall. 

K wg. Stay Madam, | muſtipeake a vord with you. 

© #, I have no more ſonnes of the rovall blood, 
For tnece to murther,jor my daughters Richard, 
2 ſhali be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

A 1d therefore leuell not to hit their lu es. 

K ing, Y ou haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Jertuous and faire, royall and gratious. 

. And mult (he die for this? O let her liuc? 
Aud le cotrrunt her nannera, ſline her beaurie, 
Slander my ſelte, as falſe to Edwards bed, 

Throw over her the vale of infamie, 
Sa ſhe may liue vn (card from bleeding (hughter, 
[ will conſeiſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter, 

King, Wrong not her birth, ſhe is ct royall blood. 

2. To nue her lite ue ſay (he is not ſo. 

King, Her lue is only ſafeſt in her birth. 

2. And only im that (afetie died her brothers, 

King. Lo attheir births good ſtars were oppolite, 

0 9s No to their liues bad friends were contrary, 

Ka mg. Allvrauoyded is the doome of Jelteny, 

Pn. Truc,when auvoyded grace makes deſlenx, 
My babes were deſtinde to a tairer death, 

It grace had bleſi thee with a fairer life. 

Ki Madam, fo thriue l in my dangerous attempt of hoſtile 
As | ititend more good to you and yours, Ar MCI, 
Treneurt vou or yours «ere by me wronged, 

Duft good is ccucrd with the face of heaven, 

To ve ailcoucr that can do me good. 
147, Tuc A ment of your children mighte Lidy 
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2s. Vp tolomeſ o looſe their heads, 
King. No to the dignitie and height of honor, 
The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 
Qv.Fiatter my forrowes with report of it, 
Tell axe what ſt ite, what dignitie, what honor, 
Canſt thou demiſe io any child of mine ? 
King, Euen all | haue, yea and my ſelſe and all, 
W1lil withall endow a child of thine, 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
"Thou drowne the (ad remembrance of the ſe wrong 
Which A i haue done to thee, 
2. ge briefe, leſt that the proceſſe of thy kindoeſle 
Laſt longer telling then thy kinꝗdneſſe doo. 
K. Then know that itom my ioule | loue thy daughter. 
. My daughters mother thinkes it with her ſoule. 
King. Whit do yourthinke? 
v. That thou doeſt lou my daughter from thy ſoule, 
3s from thy ſaules loue diuſt tnou her brothers, 
And from my heairs jove / dothanke thee for it. 
King B: not {0 haſlie to contouud my meaning. 
Lmeane that with iny ſoule [ love thy daughter, 
And meane to make her Qene of England, 
An. Say then, a ho docit thou meanc ſhall be her king? 
Kung. Euen he that makes her Queene, how ſhould clſet 
s. Wat thou? 
X. g. I,curn l. what ehinke you of it Madame? 
DA. Hoy» eral thou wooe her? 
King. Tait | would learneof you, 
As one that were beſt acquiinted with her humor. 
AN And wilt thou learne of me? 
Meg. Madam withall my licare, . 
A Send to her by the man that ſlew her brothers 
A pare of bleeding hats, thereon ineraue, 
Evardand Yorke, then happily the will weepe, 
Therefore preſent to her,as lometime Margaret 
Did ro tay fathera handkercheffe ſleept in Rutlans blood, 
And bid her dric her weeping eyes therewith, 
It this laducement force het notto loue, 
Scud her a ſlory of thy noble acts: 2 
Tell her thou mad'it away het vncle Clarence, 
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Her vncle Riuers, yea, and for her (ake 
Madeſt quicke conuctavce with her Aent Anne. 
King. Come, come, ye 8s not the way 


To winne your daughter, 
Qu. There is no cther way, 
Valciſe thou couldſt put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not, be Richard that hath done all this. 
Kang, /nfcrre faire gh ce by this alliance. 
Q Which ſhe (haltpurchute with (hit laſling warte. 
Kg. Say thatrhe king » ich mey command intreata. 
Qe. That at ber hands which the k inge kingſot hid. 
Ning. Say ſhe ſhall be a hg and mightie Qucene. 
Q. To valle the title as her mother doch. 
King. Say l will loue herevertaſtingly. 
Q But how long ſhall that tule euer Laſt? 
. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liues end. 
Qs». Hat how lung faire ly ſhall that title laſlt᷑ 
So long as iicauen and nature lengthens it. 
Q So long as hell and Richard lik es ot it. 
Kuag. Say l her ſogerargne am her ſubiect love. 
Qs, Bur ſhe your ſuhic et loathsſuch ſoucraingrie, 
Kane, Be cloquent iu my bechaife to het. 
Q An honctl tale ſpeeds beſt being plainely told. 
Kang. Then in plaine tearmes tell her my losing tale. 
Q Plaine and not honeſt is too harſh a tile, 
M. lame, your reaſons are too ſhailow & too quick, 
Q O no, my reaſons are too dee pe and dead. 
Toa deepe and dead poote infants in their graue, 
Harpe on it {1:11 (hall I, till heart firings hre. ł e. 
Kig Now by my Gcorge, a Garter and my Crowne, 
Q«. Srophand,dihonord and the third v ſurped. 
Kong. | lweare by nothing, 
dy noctung,for his is no oath. 
The prophand,hach loft his he iy bonour : 
The Garter blemiſht, pawn his knightly vertve 2 
The Croene vſurpt,dilgrac't his kingly dignitic, 
Iflowething thou wile lee tobe helecude, 
Sv eate then by ſomething that thou hail not.wrongd. 


Kg, Nov, dy the word, 
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2. Tis full of thy foulewrongs. 
Xing. My fathers death. 
2 Thy ſelſe hath that diſhonord. 
King, Then by my lelfe. 
2». Thy ſelſe thy ſelſe miſuſeſt. 
King, Why, then by God. 
. Gods wrong is moſt of all: 
If thou hadit feard,to breake an oath by him, 
The vnitic the King my brother made, 
H id not beene brœuen, nor my brother (line. 
If thou hadi fcard to breake an oath by him, 
The emperiall metiel caching nos thy brow, 
Had graft the render temples of my childe, 
And both the Prin<es had beene breathing here, 
Wuich now two tender play-tellowes for duſt, 
Thy broken faith hatii made a praye tor wormes. 
Kung. By the time to come. 
2s. That thou haſt vrongd in time otepaſt, 
Fot | my ſeſſe haue many teares to walh 
Hereaftertime for time, by thee pat wrongd, 


The childrea luc,whoſe parents thou haſt ſlaughtred, 


Vngovernd youth, to vayle it with their age. 
The patents ſiue whoſe children thou haſt butcherd, 
Old withered plants to waile it with their age: 
Sweare nut by time to eome, for that thou haſt 
Miſuſed e. te ed, by time miſuſed otepaſt. 

King. As ent: nato proſper and repent, 
Sa thriue i in my dangerous attempt, 
Of hoſtile armes, my ſelſe my ſelſe confound, 


Dy yeeb me not tny light, nor nicht thy reſt, 
Be oppoſite, all planets of good luc ke 0 
Tomy proceedings f with pure hearts loue, 


Immaculated deuotion, holy thougl its, 
tendet not thy beauteous princely daughter, 
In her conſiſts my happinetle and thine, 
Without her,followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her ſelfe, and many a Chtiilian ſoule, 
Sad de ſo lation, ruine and decay, | 

It cannot be auoided but bu this: 


lt u ill not be aupided but by this : 


There- 
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Thereferc good mother (t muſt call you ſo) 
Be the atturney of my loue to her. 
Pleade what I will be, not what | haue beene, 
Not by deſertis, hut v hat / u ili dc ſerue: 
Vrge the nece llitie and ſlate of times, 
And be not peeuiſh tond in great delignes, 
Ds. Shall l be tempted of the Divell thus ? 
Kg. Vi the duell rempttheeto do good. 
Ae Shalll forget my iclſe to be my ſeiſe: 
Kur |, if your ſelſes remembrance wrong your ſelſe. 
24. Rut thou didit kill my children. 
Km. But in your daughters vombe, lle burie them, 
Where in that neil of ſpicerie there ſhall breed 
Selfes ofthemiclucs tœyour tecomſitute. 
Du. Shall /go win my daughter to thy will? 
King. And be a happy mother by the deed, 
Zn. 1 go,wrice tome very ſhortly, 
King. Bearc her my true loues kiſſe : farewell, Fu 2a. 
Relenting foole, and ſhallow changing woman, Emter Rat. 
Rat. My gracious ſoueraigne, on the Weſterne coald, 
Rideth a puitſant Nawe. To the ſhore, 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-harted friends, 
Vnarm1, and vnreſolud to beate them backe : 
Tisthought that Richmond istheir Admirall : 
And there they hull, expecting but the ayd, 
Of Buckineghamrouelcome them a (hore. 
K«:7. Some light ſoo e friend, poll to the Duke of Norff 
Ratcliffc helfe, ot Catesby,where is he? 
Cat, Here my Lord. 
Kin. Flic to the Duke: poſt thou to Salisbury, 
When thou comel} there: dull vr mindſull villaine 
why ſtardſſ theu fall. and goeft not to the Duke? 
Cer, Fill mightit ſcueraig ne et me know your minde, 
What fron; vour grace | (hall deliver him, 
King. O true, good Catesbie b. levie ſtraig ht, 
The greate(t {trenyth and power he cad make, 
Aud me te me preſently at valubutie. 
Rar. W hat it is your highnes pleaſure I (hal do at Salisbury 


Kin. Why what would(t theu do there befote l go? 
K Rat, 
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Kat, Your Highnelle told me 1 ſhould poſt before. 
King, My miude is changd ſir, my minde is changd, 
How now,what newes with you? Emer Darcy. 
Nw. None good my Lord, to pleaſc you withebe hearir g 
Nor none ſo bad bat it +a v ll be told. 
Kang. Hod, riddle, neither good nor had: 
Way dooll thou runne {o many mile abour, 


_ When thou mayt} tell thy cle a ncctet way, 


Ouce more st H c, 
O., Nichmond is on the ſeas. 
g. There let hun (ine and be the ſeas on,, 
Mh te luer runnagate, what doth lic tlic te 
Day. | know not mighty ſoucraigne but hy guc ſſe. 
Kg. Well ſir, as you 7:1-tle,43you 2ueile. 
Da Sturd vp by Dotlet, Ruckingham and Elie 
He makes for England.there to claime the crowne. 
Keg. Is the Chayre cmpric lis the (word valwarsd? 
Ia the king dea the Empire vrpoile!!? 
Wha heire of Yorke is there aliuc hit we? 
And whos gnglands ind, hut great Yorkes heire® 
Then tell me what Juth he vpon the (ca? 
Dar. Vnleile for that my liege, / cannot gueſſe. 
K. Vnleſſe for that, he comes to he your liege, 
You cannot gueſſe, here fore the elchman comes, 
Thuu wilt teuouli, and flic to lim / feare, 
Da. No mightie liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
King. Wnere is thy poet then to beate hum backe? 
Where are thy tens ard thy followers? 
Are they nothow vpon «tic Ve (Herne ſhure, 


8 uc cotuuctin gene tehels from their Ghipp: a. 


Hur. No my zoo lord, my ſnendtrate in the North, 

Ki. Col 3 friends wR ctrl, what do they in the North? 
When they (hou d ferac hen Huctagne in the Well, 

De. T hov hanc not un commanded mightic (oucraigne 
Pleaſe it your Muetlic ty vu m leaue, 
e miſtet vp mv triends dete your Grace, 
Wire an what ue your Marche th. Il pleale 

Kg. J. l. thou wowuliit be goa to tone with Richmond, 
F wili no trail you Sir, 

Dar. moll mightic ſuucraigne, 
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You haue ne cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtſull, 
[ ncuer was nor neuer will be falle. 

Km, Well, go muſt-r men: but heare you, leave behind 
Your lonne George Stanſie, looke your faith be firme : 
Or elſe, his heads atlurance is Hur fraile. 

Dar. $0 de. le with himasſ praue true to you. E Dar. 

Enter a Meſſerger. 

Adeſ. My Gracious fourraigne, now in Devonſhire, 
Al by fricnd34am weil auucrnſed, 
Sir William Courtney,and the haughtie Prelate, 
Biſhop of Ex*'cr,his hio her there, 
With many mo cor hderates,arc in armes. 

Entry anther Mecſſenrer, 

Ae. Mv liege un Kent the Guilfordsare in armes, 
And every houre more comperitors 
Flocke to their ayde,and ſtill theit power increaſeth. 

Emer another Meſſenger. 
Atc/. My Lord, the armic ofthe Duke of Buckingham. 
H Fuer ham, 

King. Out on you ov les nothing but ſonges of death. 
Take that v till thou bring me bettet newes. 

Ale. Your Grace miſtakes, the newes I bring is good, 
My newes is,that by ſudden flood and fall of water, 
The Duke of Buckinghamse armic is diſpet ſt and ſcattered, 
And he him(cltc fled no man knowes u hither, 

Kins. Ol cry you mercie, l did miſtake, 
Ratclic reward him for the blow l gaue him: 
Hath any well aduiſed friend giuen cut, 
Rewards tor him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Ate/. Such proclomatiò hath bin made my liege. 

E n'eranatber Meſſenger. 

Ate Sir Thomas Lovell and Lord Marques Dorſet, 
Tis [a1d my Licgeare vp in armes, 
Yet uus good comfort bring I ro your Graces 
The Britains Nauic is d { »er tft, Rchmond in Dorſhiee 
Sent out a boate tn aske them on the ſhore, 
It they were his Alillants yea, or no: 
no anſceted him they came from Buckiazham, 
pon his partie: he miitruſtiag them, 
Lioilt laile, and made away tor Brittaine, 
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on, lince we are vp in armes, 
enemies. 
tireſe rebels here at home 
— Enter Carerby, 
Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckiaghamis taken, 
Thus the beſt newer, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightic power landed at Milford, 
Is coldertydings,yer they mult be told. 
King Away towards Salisbury,whilc wereafon here, 
Aroyall battell — — loſt. 
Some one take order Buckingham be brouglit 
To Salisbury, the reſt march on with me. 
Eure Hie Sir Chrofopher. 
De. vir Chriſtopher, tel — from me, 
That in the ſtie ofthis molt bloudie bore, 
My ſonne George Stmley is franckt vp in hold, 
If I reuolt,off goes yong Georges head, 
The ſeare of thatawithholds my preſent aide, 
But tell me, here is princely Richmond nos? 
Cbrift. At Pembrooke,or at Herforg-well in Wales. 
Dar. What men of name teſort to him? 
S. Cf. Syr Walter Herbert, arenos med ſouldier, 
Syt Gilbet Talbot, ſir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pe mbrooke it lames Blunt, 
Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. | 
With many moc ofnoble fame and worth, ; 
And towards London they do bend their courſe, 
If by the way they be nor fought withall. 
Dar. R:turne ento my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him, the Qreene hath hart ly conſented 
He ſhall eſpowlc Eliziberh her daughter, 
Theſe Leiters vill reſoluc him of my minde, 
Farewell. Exeent. 
Exer gurt toexecution. 
Buc. Will noe King Richecd let me ſpeake with him? 
R.t, No my Lord,therefcre be patent. 
Bac. Ii. ſtiogs and E Jwards children, Rivers, Grav, 
Holy King Henry andthy ſure ſonne Eduard, 
V v1gth;am,and that haue miſcartied, 
eaubethand corrupted fowlcimullice, 
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It that your mooie diſconteuted (ou'-s, | 
Dy through the cloudes behol4 this prefeac houre, 
Even for revenge, mocke my deftruftion; 
This is Allſouſes day fellowes,is it not? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

S. Why then Allſoules diy, is my bodics doomcſdiy: 
T.us u the day, that in king Eis time 
| withe might fall on me, ben / was frund 
Falſc to his cluldren ot bis es atlics : 
This is the day wherein Jui to fall, 
Ry the falſe faith of him l truſted molt £ 
Tas, this Allſoules day,to my fearcſull ſoule, 
Is the determined teſpit of my wrongs: 
Tat high ail ſeer that / dallied with, 
li. th turnd my fained praier on im head, 
And given in carne(t what I begd in tea(t. 
Thus doeth he force the ſowrd of widked men 
Toturne their points on their maifters boſome: 
Now Maryarcts curſe is fajlen ypon my head, 
When he quoth ſhe,ſhall ſplit chy heart with ſorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteſlc. 
Come ſirs, conucy me tothe blygke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong ,and blame the dew of blame. 

Emer Kickmond wich A and tr mpets. 

Rich. Fellowe in armes, and my molt loving friends, 
Bruiſd vnderneath the youke oftytantue, 
Thus farre into the bowels of che lar d, 
Huue we marche on without impediment: 
And here teceiue we from our Far her Stat ley, 
Lines of faite comfort. and ence uagement, 
Tne wretched, bloudie, and viurping bore, 
Tnat ſ¶ poild your former keldard Fruitfull vines, 
Sails your warme blood like walh,and makes hs trough 
In your inboweld hoſomes, this foul: (wine 
Lies nou cuen in the centet of this Ile, 
N-arc to the towne of Leyceſtet as we legte: 
From Tamworth thirk:cr,is but ove daics march, 
In Goes name cheare on,couragir vs friends, 
To teape the hatueſi of perpetuull peace, 
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The Tragedie 
By this one bloudie trial of ſharpe warte. 
1 Tar. Euery mans conſcience is a thouſand (wards 
To 6ght againſt that bloudie homigige., 
2. Lor, I doubt not bur his friends will flie to vs. 
3. Lor.He hath no friend's, but who arc friends for ſeate, 
Which in his greatell need will ſen be from him. 
Rich, All for our vantagethen in Gods name march, 
True hopes ſaiſtynd flics with (walloucs wings, 
Kings K make uods and meancy creatures kings, 
Emter K Nc, No: F. h uct Fe,C Jterby , with ethers, 
Kg. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bolworth field, 
Why hot now Cutes by, why loobeſi thay fo .d? 
- Cat My het is ten times lighter then my lookes, 
Ri Norttolke,come hither: 
Nortfolke, ve mull haue knocłts, ha, mult we not 
Wu. We mut both gu andt ke. y gracious Lord, 
Ming Vp with my tent thete, here will I lye to night, 
Bu- were to woarrowtwell il! is one tor that: 
V/ho hath deſetied the number of the foe? 
N Sixe ot ſeuen thouſand is the greateſt number. 
Kia: Why cur battailon trebels that account, 
Blies, he kings name is a tower of firength, 
nich they vpon the aduetſe partie vant: 
p with my tent there, valiant geuttemen, 
Let vs ſutusy the vantage of the field,. 
Calli ot ſome men of ſoyrd direction, 
Lets want H diſepline, make no delay, 
For Lords, to marrow is a buſie Lay. Fxlart 
Enter Hirt mord with the Lora, 
Rich, The weary Suntec hath made a goldenfeate 
Ana by the bright treckeot his fierte Carre, 
CS 11.114] ofa goulty day ro morrow ; | 
W.cre 1 hem Baron, he (hall beare my ſlanderd, 
The Carle vi Pembrogk. keepe his regiment, 
Coo cane d unt, beate my good mght to him, 
Anh the ſecond hene the morning, 
Dire tuc Et talee e in my rent, 
Yer ane tlung more good Blunt before thou coeſt- 
Were Lord Stan! q urterd dot thou know 2 
8x1. / nics HAU nuttane lus colours much, 
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Which well [ am a(ſur's | haue not done 
Ius regiment het halfc a mile atleatt, 
Sourh from the inightie pon er of the king. 
Rick, It without pci ill it be poſſible, 
Go captaine Blunt beare my good night'o him, 
And gue Dun from me.tt.'s5 . 0 icedtul (crow le. 
A. unt. I pon my life my Lord, lle vndertake it. 
ich, Farewell good Blut, 
Giue me (owe inke and paper in my tent, 
lle draw the forme and moule of our hattell, 
L1mir each leadet to his ſguerall charge, 
ind put in uſt proportion our finall ftrength ; 
Come, let vs cooſult vpon to morrowes buſinciſe, 
In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 
Enter K. Richard, Vor ff. Racliſſe, Cute y 
K img. What is a clocke? 
CA. It is lix of the cloeke,full ſupper time, 
King. | will not ſup to night, giue me ſome Inke & paper, 
What, is my beuer ealier then it was ? 
And all mi armor laid into my tent. 
Cat. It is my liege and all things are in readineſſe, 
King Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 
Ie carctull watch, chute rruſtic Cent inell. 
Nor. | goe my Lord. 
Ku Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Narftole, 
Nor. 1 warrant you my Lord. 
Ai. Caresbie. 
K.r. My Lord. 
Kung Send out a Purſcuant at armes 
To Stanclys regiment,bid-lim bring his power 
B-fore Sun riſing, leaſt his fonne George fall 
latothe blinde caue oteternall night, 
Fill me a bowle of wine,grue me ava, 
Saddle white, Surrey for the field to morrow, 
Looke tha: my thucs be found and net too heauy Ratliffe. 
Nut. M Lord. | 
0 4 Saucltthou the melancholy L Northumberland? 
Rr. Thomas the Earleof Surrey and tu cle lſe, 


Much about Cockihut time, trom troupe to troupe 
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Went thewugh the armic cheating vp the ſouldiers, 
King. Sd I am ſatisfied. giue me a bov le of wine, 
I hauc not that alacritie ot piric, 
Nor clicare of minde that | was w ont to haut; 
Set it do e, la [ike aid paper reac ? 
Lat. itrs my Lotd. 
K:3. Big my guard satch,leaus me, 
Ratclithe abu; the mid et night come to my tent 
A1:J lei pc to atinc e: len, e Ie. Fri A4 Fe. 
Liter Dariy to Kichmond thu tent. 
Dar. Fortune and v.cturic utrathy helme. 
Rich. Ail comfort that: lie date uigl. t can atfotd, 
Be to thy pctloa,B noble tather u le, 
Tell me nus fares our nobie motliet? 
D.. I by atturncy 1 non thy mother, 
Wrno praies continua tar Ricliununds guod, 
Sa much for that the lile at nyures ſteale on, 
Au. Qutrede inet cans witoin the Eaü, 
In brict-, (or ſo the ſaſon bids vs be: 
Prepate thy bittell cat igt, morning, 
And put thy tur une :othe arbricrement 
Of bicudie (trokrs and murtall trug warre, 
l as / may,that which | would /c.nof, 
With bell duautage will deceruc th: e, 
Aud atde thee in thus doubt full ho. xe of armes: 
Byronthy ſi te may nat be too ſlotrward, 
L. A being teens, ta brother tender George 
Be exccuit din ius fachets light, £ 
F.rcacil,tiic lciſute andthe ſeatefull time, 


Cuts oft the cercinnoni- usyawes of four, 


A»! an plc cer ge of (veer diſcourſe, 

Which ſo long undcted friends ſh , uld dwell vpon, 

Go | give vs cube for theſe tight · vi loue, 

Once more ae, be valiant and ioc ed weelL 

[ich Gov rs conduct hin to his regiment 
le Heime wit. troubled thouglits to take a nap, 

L. Header Namnber pciſe me downe to morrow, 

Wien heul mount with wings of victory: 

Once mere gemini Lords & gentlemen. Fu. 

O u. au a hole £4p:aiuc / accountiny lelte, . 
Looke 
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Looke on my forces with a gracious eye: 
Put in their hands thy bruling lrons of wrat", 
That they may cruſh downe with a heauie fall, 
The vſurping hell Het of our aduetſaties, 
Mskevstty mints of chaſtiſement, 
Th we may pra thee to thy victorie, 
To thee | do commend my u atchiullfoule, 
Ecrellet tall the windosegnt mine eves, 
Sicepirgarg w akg, oh, dc fend me idill. 
Fwer the g. oi of prince Fd. nme to Henry the jixt, 
Gh-# KA. Let me lit heauie on thy loule to motiou, 
Tiunke how thou ſſi ihſt me in my prime of youth, 
At Teukesbury : pate theretote and die. 
To Rich. ge cheeteſul Richmond, for the wronged ſoules 
Ot butchted Princes tight in thy behalte, 
King Henrics iſſue Richmond comforrs thee. 
Futter the ghoft of Henry the Tut. 
Ghote K Ri, When was morrtall,my annointed body, 
By thee was punched full of holes, 
Thinke n the Tower,and me: dilpaire and die. 
Hrriethe ſit hids thee diſpaire and die. 
To Rich. Vertugus and holy be thou conqueror, 
Harric that propheſied thou ſhouldeſt be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy [1-epe,liue and flouriſh. 
Enter the C of Clarexce, 
Ghoftl. Let me fit heauie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
I chat was waſht tu death with fallume wine, 
Poore Clarer.ce by thy guile hettavd tu death: 
To murrow in the battellthinke on me, 
Ari fallthy e{geletl- or, diſpaire and die. 
gb. Thou offi pring ot ence houſe of Lancaſter, 
The wronged heites ct Yorke do pray forchee, 
Coo Angels euard ch hattell, live and flouriſh. 
Feri. Cn Kerr,. 
Ris Let me fit heauic on thy ſoule to otros, 
Riucts that died at Purnirer, dilpaireard die. 
Gray. Tinike vpon Gtav. and let thy ſ(oule diſpaire. 
. Thinke vpon Veugham, aud ith guiltie feare 
Let fall thy launce, dpa and die. 
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The Tr 2pedie 
All to Rich. Awake and thinke out wrongs in Ri. boſome, 
Will conquer him ale and win the day. 
; Fuser the Goff L Hines. 
C. Bloody and guiltic,pirftily awake, 
And ina bloody att -ne&thy dayes, i 
Thinke on Lord Haſtings -Hifpaire and die. 4 
Te. Quier vntroubſed ſoule,s take, awake, 
Arme, ſiglu and conquer for faire Enyiands lake. 
; Emter the Ghoſts of the tis you Princer, 
Cho . . Dreame on thy couſins ſnovuthred in the 
Let vi be laid within thy bolome Richard, (Tower, 
Ad weigh thee downe to tuine, ſhame and death, 
The' ſoules bid thee diſpaire and tic, 
epe Richmond ſloepe, in peace, and wake in ioy, 
Good Angels guard thet from the Boares annoy, 
Live and a happy race of Kings, 
- Edwards vnhappie ſonnes do bid thee flouriſh. 
- « Emteribe Ghoſt of Y neene Anas hue wife. 
Richard thy wifc,that wretched Anne thy wiſe, 
That never ſlept a quiet houre with ther, 
Now fils thy ſleepe with hations, 
Tomorrow in te battaile thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgelefſe (word, diſpa ire and die. | 1 
To Rich. Thou quiet ſoule, thou a quiet ſſeeye, 
Dreame ot ſucee ſſe end happy victorie, 
| Thy aduerſaries wife doth pray tor thee. 
\ Enter the Ghef of Buckingham, 
| The firſt was / that helpt thee to th Ctount, 
The laſt was I that felt thy ty t ennie, 
Om the battell thinke on Buckingham, 
And die in terrot of thy guiltineſſe: 
Vreame oa, dreame on, ot bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting diſpaire, diſpait in yecld thy breath, 
To A.. | dyed for hope cc coulu lend thee aid, 
4 But chcare thy heatt,and be ti ou riot diſinayd, 
God and good Angels fight or. Richmones lide, 
And Richard fals in heigt tof all tis pride; 
K. Richard ſtarterh ont of a dreams, 
X. Ri. Give me aer horſe, bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercie leſu: (oft, 1 did but dteame. 
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TT, aA LASER 3s 


— 


„ "ofRichardtherbird.” 

O coward conſcienee, ho doelt thouafflict me ? 
The lights burne blew,it is not dead midnight r 
Cold fearcfnll drops ſtands on my fich, 
W hat do l feare my ſelſe theres none elſe by, 
R chard lours Richard, that u, Ia: 
Is there a murrherer here ? no. Yes lam, 
Tuch fle, hat from my ſelſe i great reaſon! why, 
Leit | revenge. What my ſelſe vpon my ſelfe ? 
Alacke I loue my ſclfe,wherfore ? for any good 
That | my ſelſe haue done vnto my ſelie? 
O vo; alas | rather hate my ſelſe, 
For hateſull uceds committed by my ſelſe: 
I am a villaine,yeti lye, lam not. 
Foolc oſthy ſelſe ſpeake v ell, ſoole do not flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeuerall tongues, 
And euery tongue brings in a ſeuerall tale, 
And euery tale condemnes me far a villaine : 
Periuric,in the higheſt degree, 
Murther, lerne murt her, in the dyreſt degree, 
All euerall ſin nes, all vide in each degree, 
Throng all to the barre, crying all, gulltie, guiltie. 
I — er is nocteature loues me, 
And if I die, no ſouie ſhall pute me: iy 
And whereforc ſhould they ? Gince that I my (elſe, | 
Finde in my ſelſe, no pittic ro my ſelſe. 1 
Me thought the ſoules of all that / murtheed 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat | 
To morrowes vengeance onthe head of Richard, 

Emer Ruchffe. 


- 


Rat, My Lord. 

Kung. Zounds,whoisthere? 

Rot Ra clitte, my Lot is / :the early village cocke 
Hathtwile dene lu n t the motue, 
Your friends arc vp, and buckle un their armor. 

Kue. OR ncliii-,] hauc dreame a fearctull dreame, 
What thinkſt the, our triends proue all true ? 

Rat, No doubt my Lord 

King.” O Ratcliffc,l (care, I fare: 

Ras, Nay good my Lora, be not afraid of ſhadowes. 

King. By the Apollle Paul, ſhadoves to night 
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Haue ſtrooke more terror to the foule of Richard, 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſouldiers 
Armed in proofe,and le- by ſhillow Richmond. 
Tis not yet neate day,come goe with me, 
Vndcr our Tenes lle p iy the ewelſe-dropper, - 
To heare if any meane to thrinke from me. Excmnt, 
, FEnterihe Lardiio Re: mand, 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you have tane a tardie ſluggard here. 

Lr. How haue you ſl-ꝓt my Ld 

Rich. The ſveeteſi ſlecpe, and farrellt ho ling dreames, 
Ther ęuer entred in a drowlic head, 
Havel fince your depirture had my Lot 43. 
Me thought their ſoule , hoſe bodies Richard murthered, 


. Carne to my tent. and ctied on viorie : 


I promiſe you my ſoule is very iocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo fate drean,c. 
How farre into the inoening is it Lords? 

Ler. Vponthe ſtruke of foure. 

Rich. Why then ers time to atme, and giue direion, . 
More then I have (aid, Jowihg countrymen, ( Hu O ts 
The leif-re and inforcement ofthe time, (bis fuer. 
ForhiJs todwell vpon yet remember this, 

God, nd our good cauſe, fight vpon our tide, 
The prayers of holy Saints and wronged ſoules, 
Like high reard bulw ark es, ſtand before our faces, 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 


Hadrather hau: vs u inne, then him they follow : 


Fot, hat is hethꝰ v follow? truly gentlemen, 


A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide, 

One taiſde iu bloud and one in Hlou eſſtabliſſ. ed: 
One that made meanet to cothe b hat he hat! 

And il iughiteted thoſe that were the m2ancs to * him: 
A baſc foule lone, made precious by the (vile 
O. England chaire where he is F4llly ler, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemie: 
Tien if you fizhtagainlt S ene mie, 

Go» will in iuſtice ward you 33 His { 11th fiery t 
li you do ſecate to put a tyrant lou ne, 


* 


You 


ol Richard ihe third. 
You ſleepe in peace, the tyrant being ſlaine, 
It y-u do fight agaiaſſ your countries toes, 
Your countriesfat,thall pay your paines the hire. 
vou do fightin ſategard of your wines, 
Your siurs thall welcome home the conquerors - 
t you do free your children from the (« ord, 
Your childrens cluldren quits it in vour age; 
Tncnin the na. ne of God any all chelv tiges, 
Aduance your (tandat ds,draw your willing (words 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 
$':all be this cold corpes on the earths cold face: 
Butt I thrive the gaiac of my attempt, 
The leaſt of you (hall ſhare his part thereof, 
Sound diu ns and erumpets boldly,andcheerfully, 
Codnd Saint George, Richwond,and victoric. 
Enter King Richard), Rat. Cc. 
King. Wheat at N rthuimberland as touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in armes. 
K.. He ſaid the truth, and what ſaid Surrey then. 
Rat. He ſinile d and ſaid, the better for our pur poſe. 
King. He was in the tight, and ſo indeed it is: 
Tell the clocke there, The clock: ſtriꝭæt b. 
Cue mea Kalendre,who ſaw the Sunne to day? 
Rat. Not / my Lord. 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine, for by the booke 
He ſhould haue brau'd the Ealt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſome bodie Rat, 
Nut. My. Lord. 
+ King The Sunne vill not be ſeene today, 
The sk ie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 
I vwould theſe deawie teates were from the ground, 
Nat ſhine to day: why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond? for the ſelfe ſame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes ſadly vpon him, 
Emer Nor fotke. 
Mer. Arme, arme, my Lord.the toc vaunts in the feld. 
King Come, buſtle, buſtle, capariſon my horſe, 
Call vp Lord Stanly, bid him bringhis power, 


[will lad forth my ſouldiets tothe pleaine, 
M And 
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| The Tragedie 
And thus my battell ſhall be ordeteꝗ. 
My foreward (hall be draw ne in length, 
Conſiſting equally of hotſe and foote, 
Our Archers (hail be placed in the mit, 
John Duke of Norffolke, Thom as Earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading ct the foute and hotle, 
They thus d tected, we will follow 
In the maine hitte ll. u thoſe puillance on either ſide 
Shall be well winged with our chieteſt horſe: 
This, and Saint George to hoote, what thinkeſt thou Nor, 
or. A good direction a ar ſouetaigue, Heſhewerh 
This found l on my tent this morning, hum a paper. 
Dochey of Na ffolke be met o bold, 
For Duck-n thy marfter u dg t and ſold, 
King. A thing deuiſcy by the enemie, 
Goc Gentelemen cucry man vnto lus charge, 
Let not our babling dreames affright our ſoules, 
Conſcience is a word that cowar Js vie, 
Deuiſde as firſt to keepe tlie iltong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our conſcience, ſwords out lawe 
March on, ioyne brauely, let vstoo it pl] mel, 
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell. Hu, Ora ts. 
What ſhall I ſay more then hauc 1nferd; tis Arwoie. 
Remember whom youre to cope withall, 
A ert ofvreabonds, taſcols and runewaicy, 
Aſcum of Btutait s and baſe lackey pelanes, 
Whom their urecloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate a ſueiuues & atlur'd de ſſiuction, 
You ſleeping ſale, they bring you to vnteſt: 
You having land: & ble ft « iti he ute ue wines, 
They would reſttaine the unc iſl . ne the other, 
And who doth le ad them bur a paltrey fellov ? 
Long kept in ritt une at our muthers coſt, 
A milkeſopr,onc that neut in his life 
felt ſo much cod as cuer ſhines in fron : | 
Lets whip tt e ſtraglers ore the ſcas ve, 
Laſh hence theſe oueru ecninꝑ rags of France, 
Thee famithe beggers ucary of their liucs, | 
Who bu: for dier ming on this fande xpivyt, | 


\ __-Forwant of means paote Lats had hang d thewſclues 
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If we be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And not theſe haſt rd Brittaines whom our fathers 

Haue in tiicit une land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 

And on record leſt them the heires of ſhame. 

b hall theſe enioy our landa, lye with out wines? 

R. uiſh our daughters. harke I heare their drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England, ſig t boldly ycomen, 

Draw Archcrs draw, your arrowstothe head, 

Spur your proud hoties hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the weikin with your broken ſlaues, 

What ſaie : Lord Stanley, vill he bring his power? 
Meſ. My Lord, he duth denie to come. 

Kg. Off enn his ſonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the enemie is paſt the marſh, 
Aſtet the bartail-,ler George Stanley die. 

Xug. A thouſ· ud hearrs arc great within my boſeme, 
Aduance our ſtand.rds.f. t vpon our foes, „ 
Our aunc ient wor 1 of courage faire Saint 
Inſpire vs with the ſpleene of ficric Dragons, 
vpon them, victotic ſit on c ur helpes. 

| Alar wm +xe1x0 ſans, Enter Caterbie. 

Ci. Reſceu ni Lord of Nurtolkegreſcew,reſcew 
The King enact: orc onder then a man, 

D iring an oppulice tot uery dai ger, 

Hrs horſe is (Ling: d oil onfoore he fob ts, 

Seek ing for R chu. ond un ttie throat ct death, 

Reſce fairc Lotd.ot elſe / he day is loit. Fre- Nicbed 
Kin, At orte, hene, u y kiugd ue ſot a Hotte. 

Cat, Withdraw mv Lot d. ne belpe you roa horſe. 

Kt, Luc lhancſcrn y lite vpon a caſt 
A-di will dang whe hizgud oft! cdye, 

Irhwke reve be (xi Rick inings i the field, 

Five Fan ' lune t u te 08 Fun. 

Ahe a etHHe, MEH mera horſc. 

Alariom, „eee e fight Ric hard 1. flue, 
eren r d. Emer Rl, Dare b...rmg the 
crowne, wich og ber Lon ac. 

K. G4 a1, d your armies be praifed viRorious Friends, 
The day tis hee nd'c 107 isdcad. 
De, Cuuragicue K. cl mo. d, a el haſt thou. equit the. 
. — 3. a Lot 
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Tuo Tragedic 
Loe here this long vſurped royaltics 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 
klaue I plugkt off to grace thy broves withall, 
Weste it and make Much of it, 
Rich. Great God of heauen ſuy Amen to all, 
But tel! mes young George Stanley living ? 
Dir. Heu my Lord ang lic in Leiter Towne, 
hither tit piraſe you, ue May mow withdraw vs. 
Ric, Nhat men of name are (lie on either unde? 
10 Our, of Nor '4tnr W ates Lorif rr fir Kolb me 
- ". Brobenbury ct its . ©, an don. 
Kich. Enter thieit does 45 becume their births. 
Proclaime a pardontothe fouldiers H:, 
Thie m ſubmiſſion will returner rs, 
Ant then 4s w2 hauc tante Sacrament, 
We will vaute the white teſe ang the ted. 
Smile heaven vpon this faire coniunction, 
That long haue frownd vnon their enmitic, 
Whattraitor heares me, and lives not Amen 7 
England hath long bene madde, ind ſcard het ſelfe, 
The brother blind'y ſhed the brothers bloud, 
The father raſhly Naughered his oe ſonne, 
The ſonne compi, bene butcher to the lite, 


All chis diuided Yorke and Lanceſlet, 


Diui ded in their dite diuiſion. 
Dao let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true ſucceedets of each roya!l houſe, 
By Gods fate ordinance contoyne togethery 
And let thy heres (Go4if they wil] he = 
nrich the time to come with ſmooth-· ſaſte peace, 
rh (mling plentie, and faire proſperous dayes. 
' Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That woul-] reduce theſe bloutie daie - againe, 
And make poore England weepe in [treames of blaud, 
Let them not liue tvratte this lands encreaſle, 
That would with treaſon wound this taire lands peace, 
Now ciuill » ou :d8 arc ſlopt, peace lives ag une, 
That ſhe may long live heate, Cod ſay Amen. 
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